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STORIES OF AN AFRICAN PRINCE! 
BY JOHN A. LOMAX 


YORUBA TALES 


ON one of my several visits to the State Normal and Industrial 
School for Negroes, at Prairie View, Tex., I met Lattevi Ajaji, a 
young African prince, the lineal heir to a kingdom, in area about 
as large as Texas, containing a population of more than three 
million blacks. He came into my room quietly, and stood with some 
e.nbarrassment before me, as erect as a soldier, while I questioned him. 
Although plainly ill at ease, his dignity was impressive. His bright 
eyes met my look squarely, and he gave my questions prompt, thought- 
ful answers. He had not learned to dissemble any more than has a 
wild animal suddenly taken captive. ‘‘Do your people sing?” I 
asked him. “Oh, yes!” — ‘And have they stories?’ — “Yes.” — 
‘Will you write out for me those you can recall?” — ‘‘ Yes, professor.’” 
— “Where did you learn the stories?’’ — “In Africa,” he answered. 
“You know we stay much out of doors. At night the people sit in a 
ring around a large fire made to frighten away wild beasts; ‘and as they 
sit there, it is customary for each person to tell a story to entertain 
the crowd. These stories I am about to write for you I heard over 
and over again while I was a child. There are many, many, stories 
like them in Africa.” 

I shall read Ajaji’s stories as he has written them out; but first I 
will tell you briefly what I know of him. He is now a student at 
Tuskegee, in Booker Washington’s school, and he belongs to the 
Yoruba people, who live north of the Gulf of Guinea, in West 
Central Africa. His grandfather is the present king of the tribe. 
Ajaji came to Texas to study agriculture, particularly cotton-gro ving. 
Four years ago Professor Hoffman, a graduate of Tuskegee, brought 
him to this country. Professor Hoffman, in the employ of the Ger- 

1 Address of the retiring President, delivered at the Annual Meeting of the American 
Folk-Lore Society, held in Cleveland, O., December, 1912. 

VOL. XXVI.—NO. 99.—I I 


2 Journal of American Folk-Lore 


man Government, had been teaching agriculture to the natives. As 
Ajaji’s tribe do’ not have money, the boy was a charge on Texas, after 
he came to the State, though, doubtless, some of the expense fell on 
Professor Hoffman. Ajaji plans to marry a Texas negro girl after he 
is through college, and take her to Africa. 

Seventy years ago, some missionaries reduced the Yoruba language 
to a written form. Ajaji wrote in the Yoruba tongue the stories I 
shall now read to you, and then translated them into English. 

It may be of interest to include an abridgment of Ajaji’s account 


of his life as he wrote it out for me:! 


I was born in Lagos, West Africa. I was taken away from my mother 
when I was two years old, which I was sent to a place called Grand Popo. 
I stay there with my father’s relatives until I was six years old. During 
this time I was put under a man who duty is to train a boy they expect 
to become a ruler of that country some day. We have to be trained as 
a rough rider; know how to shoot the bow and arrows, without missing a 
single thing you shooting after; sleep naked; swim. 


I staid there until I was twelve years old, and went back to see my people 
in Lagos. After I got there, I did not feel like leaving them; I stay about 
two or three years. All of that time I wasn’t doing anything but playing, 


. . . . 


Well, it was one day when a friend of mine that { missed for some time 
came to me if I want to be a farmer. That he heard of a foreign man 
talking about how to farm; not only that, but how to raise everything on 
the farm. That impressed me so that I asked one day the boy waiting 
on him to get meas his pantry boy. He told me that he would find out and 
Jet me know. The next morning about nine o’clock he told me that he 
want me to be the pantry boy, but I have to travel with them. I told him 
that was alright. He took me to Professor Hoffman that evening. Some- 
how, he took an interest in me. And he told his steward to take me to a 
native tailor to make me some more gowns, and some of the Africa’s 


trousers. 

When I received an answer to that letter was to get ready and go to the 
ticket-office and get my passage-ticket for England. And he explained 
where to changed, also how to travel. I was the happy little fool ever born 
in the town of Lagos. I got every of my friends enthuse about coming with 
me. But I told me I am sorry, but they must wait until I get here; then I 
will recommend to my master. And he will no doubt send for them, if 
they want to come. I started May the 27th. 


I have no idea that I was going to see any negro in America, but white 
people. As we anchored in the harbor who can I see but a person black like 
myself. I jumped out to speak to him in my native tongue, which he 


1 As far as possible, I have retained Ajaji’s idiom, spelling, and punctuation. 
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didn’t even know what I was talking about. I believe he must have 
thought that I was going crazy. When I found out that he could not speak 
my language, I went back into the ship when I heard that Professor Hoffman 
want them to bring me to the city. 


After that, professor sent me some of the American's clothes, such as 
underwear, new shirt, new shoes, collar and tie, and a straw hat. I wasn’t 
use to any of these things. He now knowing that I didn’t know hdw to put 
them on, he dressed me up himself. But I declared the shoes, collar and _ 
tie, I suppose worries me to death. The collar seemed as if I was choking 
myself. High-heel shoes throws me down at time I made a move. Pro- 
fessor Hoffman wanted me to see the town. He took me along Canal Street. 
Al! along the way, I was fallen and getting up, fallen and getting up, until 
I have to go back to the place I was staying. I didn’t want to put them on 
the next day; I wanted to go barefooted, naked. But I was told by pro- 
fessor that everybody in America wear clothes, and that I have to keep it 
on until I get use to it. So which I did. 

When we reached the college I was made acquainted with the teachers 
and their wives. And some schoolboys that remain here after school closed 
to work for the summer. They were the best years I have ever spent in all 
my life. I was a friend to the whole school, from the board of directors, 
faculty, down to the work hands. I was more interested in the girls than I 
was with the boys on the campus. And every summer, I am always doing 
something to get few change for pocket use, and also to go off and see my 
college friends. At the end of fifth year I was graduated, and hated to see 
my friends leave me, hate to leave my classmates and schoolmates. And at 
the same time, it was sad and sorrow for me to tell them good-by. 


I. THE ELEPHANT AND THE ROOSTER! 


During our forefathers’ time, an Elephant? was known as the largest 
animal amongst the other animals, strong and brave, and also they 
thought that he ought be called the “‘King”’ of all the beasts. 

But one day Elephant was walking in thick woods, he met a Rooster 
by the way, and he asked him who he was. And the Rooster said 
to him, “I’m a little bird that walk on two feet, sharp quill to pick 
the ground with so as to get the bugs and worms.” Then said the 
Elephant, ‘‘Oh, yes! I have heard so much about your picking the 
ground. Tell me how many acres of land can you pick in an hour?” 
— “About ten acres,” reply the Rooster. ‘That’s nothing, I could 
do twice as much as that in a second.” 

Before an Elephant through talking, there came a hungry Tiger, 
looking terrible, and wanted to know what’s the matter with them. 
But he want to jump on that Rooster to devour him. But Elephant 

1 Very unlike Kipling’s story, ‘How the Elephant got his Trunk.” Most of the other 


stories have been made familiar by Joel Chandler Harris. 
2 I follow Ajaji’s custom of writing the names of animals in capitals. 


\s 
er 
yn 
1e 
ze 

I 
ant 
er 
oO. 
1g 
ct 
aS 
a 
le 
it 
g. 
1e 
n 
n 
d 
1e 
m 
a 
d 
n 
h 
I 
if 
e 
e 
e 


4 Journal of American Folk-Lore 


would not allow him. Therefore, he went on and left two of them 
there, disputing on their subject. Few minutes afterwards, the Roost- 
er said to the Elephant, “It is not a nice thing to stand up here dis- 
coursing. But let us try and see who will win.’’ Before starting, 
Elephant made a promise that if Rooster can beat him picking the 
ground, he shall give him his whole house and his wife. 

Theye started. About half an hour, Rooster through with five 
acre of land whilst Elephant has not complete one-third of an acre. 
But after Rooster got through with his, in a certain hour he promised 
to be through. As he was going back he found an Elephant under a 
tree, tired and sleepy, without getting through with half an acre. 

Rooster woke him and asked him if he believes what he can do. 
Elephant said, ““Yes.”” Rooster ask for what Elephant promised him, 
but he didn’t answered him. Then Rooster got mad, and jumped on 
him, and pecked him at his nose. Then his nose start -swollen up, 
kept swollen up till it hang down, which we called this day an Elephant 
snout. Rooster is the one the cause Elephant nose to look so long, 
long. If not, Elephant shall have nose just like the other animals. 
And at the same time he didn’t get to be the King of the beasts. 


2. THE ELECTION OF THE KING OF ANIMAL 


All the animal gathered to elect their King. But it was said that 
either Lion or Elephant will be chosen as the King. Before the election 
they have to run a race. The one that wins will get the King. But 
Elephant knowing that he couldn’t run, he said that he ought to be 
the King, because he is strong and can do many things that Lion 
couldn’t do. And at the same time the Lion replied that he can do 
anything that that great big Elephant couldn’t do. He can roar and 
let the earth shakes, run and fight at any time. And that Elephant 
couldn’t do anything but drink up a whole river up, if they let him. 
Why Elephant went on telling some of the things he is able to do. 
Suddenly Lion cut him off and said, “Let’s run and gets through.” 
They line up; Rabbit is the judger. First Elephant ahead; after a 
short while Lion was ahead. Then Elephant stop. And said, ‘“ You 
can have it.’”” The Lion was chosen as the King of the beast. After 
that, Lion and the Elephant hard to get along. They always try to 
fight one another, but they afraid of one another. Then come Rooster, 
and said to Elephant, “I knew that you not any count. You re- 
member when we picking ground?” Elephant said in a rough voice, 
“You little scoundrel! If you don’t get away from him, he is going to 
eat him up.” It ends in this way, that Elephant and Lion was after 
all a good friend. They can’t do without one another. Even Ele- 
phant run the throne by telling Lion what todo. This shows us that 
before you can become anyone’s friend, you have to go in hard work 
or trouble. So end the election for the day. 
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3. THE MAN AND THE RABBIT 


There was one day when a man dug a large spring for his own use. 
But every day he go there to get some water, he’ll find it stirred up, or 
he found the water all muddy. He said to himseif one day that he is 
going to set trap and catch who always come and bother my water. 
He had this trap fix for next morning that night, and he took [it] 
there and set it where he think the thief would get into it. That 
evening the Rabbit went there to drink some water, and found this 
trap stood near the spring. 

Rabbit thought it was a man, and he said to the trap, “If you don’t 
get out of my way, I'll give you a slap!” And this thing didn’t 
move out the way. Finally the Rabbit hit the trap and his right 
hand stick there; and said the second time, “If you don’t turn my 
hand loose, I’ll hit you with the other one.” Well, he keep on till he 
have all of his body stick against the trap. The next morning the man 
went to see about his trap and found a Rabbit on it. He took the 
Rabbit to the house, and ask his wife what must he do with the Rabbit. 
His wife told him to put the Rabbit in his large field for few days, so 
they can decided what to do with him. When the man ready to put 
Rabbit in his field, he began to cry, saying, ‘‘ Please don’t put me there, 
because some animal will eat me up.”” Rabbit didn’t mean that at all; 
he just want to get in there. 

The man put him in there anyhow; and Rabbit said to him, “This 
is my father’s land.” Then he picked ran and left there. That’s 
why we always see Rabbits in a prairie; if not, Rabbit will be one of 
those animal that stay in the jungle. 


4. THE GORILLA AND THE MOTHER 


A mother of a Gorilla was watching her little baby one day, who just 
start to walk. The young Gorilla would walk for few minutes and 
fall, walk and fall. The mother so proud of him, and said to herself 
that that was the best looking child she ever own. She called at him, 
and said, ‘‘Son, you looking just fine; everything was nice on you; 
but you don’t walk straight enough.” The young Gorilla said to her, 
‘Dear mother, if you would show me the straight way, I will promise 
you that I will walk in it.” The mother try, but even could walk any 
better than her child. Therefore we get out of this that example is 
more better than preception. And ever since then we have been 
trained to walk straight, not to walk like Gorilla. 


5. THE MAN AND HIS PIGS 


A man had some Pigs. He has not special place for them to stay. 
They were wild Pigs. They roamed everywhere for something to eat. 


a 
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So one day this man left home without breakfast. But he wife pre- 
pared it and left it in his working-place for him. These Pigs always 
go there. When they went in there, they found this breakfast. And 
they ate up. The man came back hungry, asked his wife did she 
fix anything for breakfast. She said yes, she fix it, but his Hogs ate 
it up. So they next day these Pigs went in there; he ran them off. 
But they seems not to understand their master. So one day this man 
fix for them. He put some water on the stove, until it start to boil 
almost. Just about that time one of these then went in there, and the 
other one just coming. But this first one was scalded by his master, 
and he began to growl, growling, and growling. The other met these 
one by the way, and asked what his‘trouble. He said, ‘Some one throw 
hurt water on me.” Then the one that didn’t get hurt, turned by 
saying, ‘“‘ Do, do, idols do; do, do idols do; because I am so lucky, 
thank the idols.” And turned back to their place. I meant they 
found themselves some place ever since. Ever since then we know 
how to be in our places. 


6. THE BEAR AND THE FOX 


One day, a Bear met a Fox by way with a dead meat, and he asked 
Fox where did he get the fish from? Old Fox answered him and said, 
“Brother Bear, I caught the fish in that river.” Bear asked him, how 
did he catch it? He told Bear that he stock his tail in the water, and 
he let it stay there till he feel something biting him, before he pulled it 
out. There is a fish tangle to the end of his tail. He told Bear to go 
and do the same thing. So Brother Bear went there and stock his 
tail in the water for about five minutes; he feels something catching 
whole of his tail. Then he start to pull his tail; he couldn’t get it 
out, and pulled hard, and got his tail cut into two. When Bear start 
to pull his tail, Fox stood on the bank of the river, and commence to 
laugh at him: and when he got his tail cut, Fox ran off, and left him 
there. That why Bear and Fox never agreed together or didn’t 
like one another. That’s why Bear now got his short tail. 


7. THE TWO ROOSTERS 


In a little village, a man had two Roosters. And he placed them 
together in one cage. They were friends. They lived together, eat 
together, until a Hen happen to come in the village through a neighbor 
house. They then start to quarrel about this Hen. Finally, it came 
up that they should fight. If either one of them beat, or who ever 
whip, that one will get the Hen for his wife. They continue; one of 
them got whipped and felt ashamed of himself. Whilst the one that 
whipped the other one flew upon a high wall, and showing himself to 
the world, and calling himself the champion of the world. Whilst he 
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was up there, an eagle came there and pick him away with him. Then 
this other one came and said, “Yeh, you whipped me, and you miss 
the Hen for your wife too.”” That’s why we must not overdo a thing; 
if we do, we won’t get along. 


8. THE FOX AND THE BIRD 


A little Bird was learning how to fly by her mother. One day the 
little Bird said to her mother that she believe that she can fly by herself 
now. Her mother trust her and warn her to be careful or else an old 
Fox that jump on her father will be glad to get her. And told her not 
to get on the ground or else this Fox will get her. And that the Fox 
will say some good thing about her, just to try to get her down to eat 
her up. 

This little Bird went flying; directly was tired resting on a tree. A 
Fox who was so hungry passing by and happen to look up this tree 
and saw this Bird on the tree, and said, ‘‘Good-morning, Miss Bird, 
how are you to day?” And she said, “‘I am feeling well.” Then he 
said, “‘I know you feeling well, because you look so nice, glossy, and 
you talk so nice. Won’t you come down and walk here with me?” 

The little Bird began to sing, ‘“‘ Don’t think you going to make a fool 
out me and eat me up, because I have heard about you. So farewell.” 
Then she flew away. This Fox didn’t know what to do; he was so 
hungry until he made up his mind to eat this Bird up. He follow 
this Bird; watch just where she going to stop. She forget to do what 
her mother told her. And she get on the ground; by that time the 
Fox was there and jumped on this little Bird and killed her. Whilst 
sitting down enjoying this Bird, he swallow some of this bone and got 
choked. All of the his neck was swollen, about to die; then on his 
way home he met a Crow by the way and ask him to push his head into. 
his throat and pull this bone out. Crow said, If I save you, you going 
to jump on me and eat me up.” Old Fox say, “No.” And Crow 
said to him, “Alright, stretch your mouth,” and he push his head into 
his mouth and pulled this bone out. He pretend as if it was two 
bones in his throat. And he said, “Finish pulling them out.” By 
the time Crow was fixing to put his head in there again, Fox thought 
the Crow had put her head in his mouth; he tried to bite his head off. 
And the Crow jumped up and flew away. By that time a hunter 
came and shot at the Fox and killed him. That shows us from that 
time that no wrong can be done in this world that you won’t get the 
reward of it. 


9. THE MAN AND THE GHOSTS 


One day as it was gradually getting dark, he saw a man pass so 
quick that haven’t any head on. About few minutes after that the 
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spirit returned again and stood under a tree that was right before 
his house. 

This man got up and went into the house and start to peeped through 
the grass house, just to see what the headless man was going to do. 
Just about that time there come another one with baby in his hand, 
which two of them start in this man’s house. He had every door 
locked, but by some way they got in. The man was so scared that 
he could hardly move. 

He went to the back of the house. He didn’t see anything. He 
left the house, and went to the fortune-teller house, and tell him what 
had happens and also what he had seen. The fortune-teller was known 
to be called Baba Lano. This fortune-teller went to his god and asked 
them in which he returned and said, “Is nothing but his father that 
has been dead came around to see him; also his mother that was dead 
few months afterwards.” Then he also said that he might come to 
take him over. Or come there to guard his house. Ever since this 
man had seen a ghost, if he is at home, without any one, he will 
jumped if he happened to hear anything make list bit of noise. Even 
in the crowd. He sit down and everybody keep quiet. He will always 
jumping, until they thought that he was going crazy. From that time 
the word “‘crazy”’ begins. By being nervous and quick to keep things, 
memory will bring to people the idea of craziness. 


10. THE ASS AND THE DRIVER 


An idol is to be moved from one the temple to the other through a 
town. In passing through this town, people were kneeling and bowing 
for the idol. They put the idol on the back of the Ass. In bowing to 
this idol, the Mule whose back this idol rides on, thought that the 
people were worshipping him. So he stop and get bigotive, and 
wouldn’t move any more. When the driver found out, he went up 
there and hit him right on his back and there the Ass commence to 
kick and pitching, and let the idol fall and break its neck. The 
driver took a splinter and nail it back and carried it in his hand into 
the temple. The Ass at that time found out that the people stopped 
bowing and fallen before him. So he found out that is a bad thing to 
take the credit that due to some one else. (This is just a short one.) 


II. THE RABBIT AND THE FOX 


One day a Rabbit and Fox met together. One said, ‘Hello,’ and 
the other one said, “Hello.” Finally Fox said, “I bet I can beat you 
doing one thing.” Rabbit said, ““What?” He said, “Well, I can 
beat you climbing up a tree.”” Rabbit said, “‘That’s alright; I can 
beat you running, too.” Fox said, “I don’t believe you.” Rabbit 
said, ‘‘Let’s start.” 
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Fox knowing that he couldn’t run as fast as a Rabbit, he said, “Well, 
let’s do mine first.” He just trying to catch Rabbit and eat him up. 
But Rabbit and Fox stand up there long time disputing. Directly 
there come a hunter and shoot at them but missed them and both 
starts run. Why Rabbit’ was about a mile almost from Fox. They 
did not get to see one another until three days after all. ‘‘Well, we 
did meet again,” said Rabbit. Fox was so hungry that he want to 
jump on Rabbit. But Rabbit, knowing the plan of this Fox, he said 
to him, “Mr. Fox, you look like you almost drop dead.” Then Fox 
said, “Yes, I am so sick as I can be.”’ About few second he fell down 
as if he was sure not off dead. Rabbit thought he was dead for the 
fact; start to walk on off when the Fox take a leap and grab Rabbit, 
and tore him to pieces. This comes that is hard in this world to 
believe anybody. That’s where we got the idea of deceiving people. 


I2. THE FLY AND THE ANT 


The Fly and the Ant had a big discussion one day about how they 
make their living. First, says Fly, that among all the flying birds he 
suppose he is the only one can go anywhere without any one disturb- 
ing him. He said the first seat in the church was his; he admitted in 
the court; even that he can be crown asa King. But he didn’t care 
for it, because he always sit at the shoulders of the King. And he 
think that that enough for his can. And that he doesn’t have to 
work before he live in this world. 

By that time Ant study just what to say. As soon as he was 
through, Ant said, ‘It is true that you don’t have to work, because 
you flying around? but to be invited to a King house, to different 
entertainment that’s another big thing too.”’ Then Ant also said, 
that she work and get her something to put up, for when the sun too 
hot he can be able to eat. But she doesn’t believe in waiting until 
she invited, before she can look for anything to eat. That’s why ‘we 
must depend on ourselves, not on others. We got that lesson from 
ants. 

13. THE DEVIL AND HIS FRIEND 


One day a man sitting down by himself in a little hut where there 
was no one but him. There he saw a man with a long tail and two 
horns on his head came to him and spoke to him. And asked to stay 
with him. The man accommodate him. He staid there until they 
become a thick friend. It was one day they were at their dinner 
eating and the food was so warm that the man blow it in order to keep 
it cool. The next day the food seemed as if it was too cool for him. 
Then he blew his breath on it and this Devil asked what that for; 
and he said the food was too cold and he want to warm it. Then the 
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Devil got up with angry and said as he was walking along that he is 
the man that never tell the truth. He told him one thing to-day and 
next time he told him another, got angry and left right and the middle 
of the dinner. That the first man Devil ever caught telling stories. 


14. THE TWINS 


Two boys were known to be twins, their father and mother dead. 
And they have no one to take care of them. They were about four 
years old. One day the elder one said to his brother of his, that as 
they haven’t any one to look for them he is going to look out for 
himself. And his brother said to him that he would like to do the 
same thing, but he likes to travel. They bid one another good-by, 
and the little one start on his journey. 

The elder one went about twenty-four miles from home, and build 
him a large house, married, and he had a parrot, which he put on top 
of his house to notify him if any danger will occur, in order that he 
may prepare for the danger. But when this parrot happen to be 
hungry, or see any bird, she make all kind of noise. And this boy 
will rushed out, and see nothing. By doing so every day, the boy pay 
no more attention to the parrot. But one day the parrot saw a group 
of bad animal coming towards this house and the parrot made all the 
noise she could, but nobody pay no attention her. Finally these animal 
went in this house and jump on this boy and his wife and they eat 
them up. 

That’s why we should [not] listen to a deceiver some time. Since 
at that time the world begin with its fooling people. Or else we 
wouldn’t know anything about temptation. 


I5. THE FAMINE AND THE SPIDER 


One day in a little town where there is nothing to eat but hot water. 
And in that village there was a Spider, with three wives and four 
children. But in those days Spiders were made like a human being. 
But during this famine, everybody in that village have to drink this 
hot water. But Spider claim to be tired of it. He said to himself one 
day that “I’m going to fine me something toeat.” Infact he started on 
his journey, with a large bag hanging on his shoulder. As he was going 
along through the woods, he looked toward his left and found a stream 
of water with a large palm-tree which bear lots of kernel nuts. And 
will ripen. He jumped in this water and swim towards the palm-tree. 
He climb to the top, and start picking some of these kernel nuts. 
About two or three of them happen to dropped into this stream of 
water, and Spider jumped into it, looking for these nuts. And with 
his surprise, he found himself in a strange house, and a fierce looking 
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man. And who said in a rough voice, “‘What do you want here?” 
And that startle Spider. With trembling voice he related all of his 
trouble to the man. And the man said to him, “Take these two pots, 
and said to them, ‘Do what you can do; let me see,’ and they will 
show you.” Spider have not reach halfway home, when set these pots 
down by the side way and began to repeat these words. In his 
surprise he found a native food called “‘iyau;” in another, called 
“obe.”” He sat down, and‘eat them with satisfaction without any 
remembrance of his wives and children. After he got through he took 
them into his house and hid them, because he didn’t want anybody to 
see it. But when he return from his journey his wives and children 
were so glad to see him, and they serve him some of this water. He 
refuse it, and told them that he is old and wise and he could stay 
hungry all the time. So they must go and drink that hot water. He 
said the same thing every day. But his wives knew that he brought 
something with him from where he returned, but they didn’t know 
where he place it. So they watched him and found out where he put 
these thing. And order these pots; with their surprise, they found 
these food appear. They called their children and sat down and eat 
it. Then they went around and found some basket and a large clay 
dish and repeat these word three time, and they fill out these basket 
and also the dish; and after they are through they bore a hole in each 
pot, and that will not produce no more food for Spider. In a few 
minutes after they through, Spider came in with hope that these pots 
going to give something to eat. One of his child brought him some 
hot water, but he wouldn’t drink it. He went where these pots 
are and repeat these words, but nothing doing. He said it must 
have been because I’m dirty; I’m going swim. He went; about two 
minutes he came back and repeat these words, but all in vain. He 
found out that they all has hole in them; they couldn’t supply him 
any more of that food. He ran to his wives and asked for that hot 
water. And he drank about two buckets full. That evening he 
started toward this stream again, and swim to the palm-tree, and 
began to pick these palm-nuts and threw few of them into this water 
himself. Then he jumped in it and went to this same house, and the 
man ask him what did he want. He related his trouble the second 
time, and the man gave him a long whip, and told him to say the same 
word he used for those pots. Spider with joy have not reach halfway 
home he lay the whip down and repeat these word. When that whip 
started poor Spider hollah; made so much noise, but in vain. A bird 
happen to pass by and said “‘Stop”’ before the whip could [be] stopped. 
Spider took the whip with him to his house and went all round the 
town and invite, King and Queen, rich men, poor men, blind men, and 
also his own wives and children, to come and have some supper with him. 
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That evening nearly everybody in that town came to Spider house and 
he locked them up in his large room and went out himself and told 
the King to said those words, and the king repeated after him. Oh! 
the whip start and whip every one in that room, killed some of them 
and they broke the door and ran out. Then they jump out and beat 
Spider, till he burst to a little insect with eight legs crawling on the 
wall from then to this modern days. 


16. A KING AND HIS DAUGHTER 


A King who have no more than a child. And this child was a 
girl. He so devoted to her, that he didn’t want any one to marry 
her. And that he like to sit down and look at her. Everybody in that 
country liking the girl. But they afraid to go to her father and say 
something about her to him. The King had a house built, which 
was three stories building. He put the girl way on the third floor. 
Just to keep some one from bothering her. The fellow that was des- 
perately in love with her, went to the King’s house to look for some 
work. The King asked him can he work. He said, ‘‘ Yes;” and that 
he can cook almost anything. He also have to wait on the King 
and also on the girl. The King asked his name. He told the 
King that his name was private. And went to the King’s daughter, 
and she asked of his name. He told her that his name was Pea-soup. 
It was one day when the King asked him to cook him some pea-soup, 
and he did. The King thought he was a pretty fair fellow and trust 
him with his daughter. But when the cook serve this girl some of that 
soup, and the girl was through drinking it, he jumped on the girl and 
fool with her and the girl commence to cry and making noise, saying, 
“‘Pea-soup, Pea-soup.”’ Her father thought she was sick, and came 
up there and found this cook fooling with his daughter. And the cook 
jumped running down and the King was telling the watchmen to put 
their bow and arrows down and catch private, and they thought the 
King said their privates, and commence do that whilst the cook ran and 
pass by them without knowing. That why, whenever you have a 
daughter, don’t think she is too pretty for anybody to marry; rather 
give her to them, or they will get her by force. After that he married 
her. And they live a happy life. 
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BAGOBO MYTHS 


BY LAURA WATSON BENEDICT 


THE following stories were obtained from the Bagobo people, one 
of the groups of pagan Malays in southeastern Mindanao, Philippine 
Islands. Their habitat is on the eastern foids of the Cabadangan 
mountain-range, in the vicinity of Mount Apo, the highest peak, and 
on the foothills thence sloping down to the west coast of the Gulf of 
Davao. They practise a primitive agriculture—raising corn, rice, 
camotes, and several vegetables — in fields and little gardens at the 
edge of the forests. Their garments are of home-grown hemp; and 
their artistic interests centre largely around the decorative designs 
produced in dyeing, weaving, and embroidery. 

In spite of physical barriers interposed by mountain-spurs, frequent 
swift-flowing rivers, and dense undergrowth in the forests, there is 
considerable intercourse between the small villages, each of which 
contains from two to twenty or more houses. The people take long 
journeys on horse and on foot over the trails to assemble at ceremonial 
festivals and for purposes of trade, as well as for social visiting. On 
such occasions, stories and songs are repeated. 

That the component parts of the stories have been drawn from 
numerous and widely separated sources, is apparent, even at a cursory 
glance. Among these sources, the folk-lore material of Sanscrit 
writers seems to have left a distinctive impress upon the Bagobo 
mythical romance. Against a Malay background, and blended with 
native pagan elements, are presented chains of episodes, characteristic 
personalities, methods for securing a magical control of the situation, 
that suggest vividly parallel literary forms in the Sanscrit saga. Still 
more, one is conscious of a prevailing Indian atmosphere, that may 
sometimes elude analysis, yet none the less fails not to make itself 
felt. But as to the line of ethnic contacts which has transfused this 
peculiar literary quality into Malay myth, — whether it is to be traced 
solely to the influence exerted by Hindoo religion and Hindoo literature 
during ages of domination in the Malay archipelago, or whether we 
must reconsider the hypothesis of an Indonesian migration, — this 
is a problem of great complexity, for which no satisfactory solution 
has yet been offered. 

Modern foreign increments that have filtered into the stories from 
the folk-lore of neighboring wild tribes — notably that of the Bilan, the 
Tagacolo, and, to a less extent, the Culaman and Ata — will have to be 
sifted out eventually. In illustration of this point, one tale known to 
be outside of Bagobo sources is here introduced. The story of “ Aléli’k 
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and Alébii’tud” was told by an Ata boy to a Bagobo at the coast, 
who immediately related it to me. It was unquestionably passed on 
in Bagobo circles, and has become a permanent accession. Yet this 
was the sole case that came under my observation of a social visit 
made by an Ata in a Bagobo house; for the Ata live far to the north- 
west of the Bagobo, and are extremely timid, and “wild” in the popular 
sense. Recent ethnic influences from higher peoples, pre-eminently the 
Moro and the Spaniard, will have to be reckoned with. The story 
of ‘The Monkey and the Turtle” is clearly modified from a Spanish 
source. 

The myths here presented include only those of which no texts were 
recorded. A part of the material was given in the vernacular and 
interpreted by a Bagobo; a part was told in English, or in mixed 
English and Bagobo. The stories were taken down in 1907, on Mount 
Merar in the district of Talun, and at Santa Cruz on the coast. 

As regards subject-matter, the stories (ituran') tend to cluster into 
groups fairly distinguishable in type. Foremost in significance for 
the cultural tradition of the people is the ulit, a long, romantic tale 
relating in highly picturesque language the adventures of the mythical 
Bagobo, who lived somewhere back in the hazy past, before existing 
conditions were established. Semi-divine some of them were, or men 
possessing magical power. The old Mona people; the Malaki, who 
portrayed the Bagobo’s ideal of manhood; and the noble lady called 
Bia, — these and other well-marked characters figure in the wlit. 

Another class of stories deals with the demons known as Buso, who 
haunt graveyards, forests, and rocks. These tales have been built 
up by numerous accretions from the folk-lore of many generations. 
The fear of Buso is an ever-present element in the mental associations 
of the Bagobo, and a definite factor in shaping ritual forms and magical 
usages. But the story-teller delights to represent Buso as tricked, 
fooled, brought into embarrassing situations. 

Still another type of myth is associated with cosmogony and natural 
phenomena. It is probable that more extended research would dis- 
close a complete cosmogonic myth to replace the somewhat fragmen- 
tary material here offered. 

The number of explanatory animal tales thus far collected is sur- 
prisingly small. Doubtless there are many more to be gathered. 
Yet, in view of the comparatively scanty mammalian fauna of Minda- 
nao, we might anticipate a somewhat limited range of animal subjects. 

It will be observed that these groups of stories, tentatively thus 
classified for convenience, are not separated by sharp lines. Buso 
figures prominently in the ulit; animals play the part of heroes in 
Buso tales; while in nature myths the traditional Mona are more or 


1 The general name for a story, of whatever type. 
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less closely associated with the shifting of sky and sun. But this is 


merely equivalent to saying that all the tales hang together. 

A word as to the form of the stories and the manner of narration. 
Here we find two distinct styles dependent on the content of the myth. 
The tales of animals, cosmogonic myths, and the folk-lore of Buso, are 
all told in prose, with many inflections of the voice, and often accom- 
panied by an animated play of dramatic gesture. In marked contrast 
is the style of the mythical romance, or ulit, which is recited in a rapid 
monotone, without change of pitch, with no gestures, and with a regard 
to accent and quantity that gives a rhythmic swing suggestive of a 
metrical rendering. 

Although Bagobo songs are often designated as men’s songs and 
women’s songs, in the case of the stories I have found as yet no monop- 
oly by either sex of any special type. The ult, however, is often told 
by a young woman just after she leaves the loom, when darkness drops. 
She sits on the floor, or lies on her back with hands clasped behind 
her head, and pours out her story in an unbroken flow to the eager 
young men and girls who gather tolisten. Again, I have seen a girl of 
thirteen the sole auditor while a boy but little older than she rolled 
off an ulit that seemed interminable, with never a pause for breath. 
The children did not glance at each other; but the face of each was 
all alight with joy at the tale. 


I. MYTHS ASSOCIATED WITH NATURAL PHENOMENA 
I. COSMOGONY 


In the beginning, Diwata! made the sea and the land, and planted 
trees of many kinds. Then he took two lumps of earth,? and shaped 
them like human figures; then he spit on them, and they became 
man and woman. The old man was called Tuglay,*? and the old 
woman, Tuglibung.* The two were married, and lived together. 
The Tuglay made a great house, and planted seeds of different kinds 
that Diwata gave him. 

Diwata made the sun, the moon, the stars, and the rivers. First he 
made the great eel (kasili), a fish that is like a snake in the river, and 


1 Among the Bagobo the name ‘“‘diwata”’ is used rather as a collective than as a 
specific term, and refers to the gods in general, or to any one of them. Pamulak Manobo, 
creator of the earth, is the diwata here referred to. 

2 In Malayan-Arabic tradition, Adam was moulded from a lump of clay mixed with 
water (cf. W. W. Skeat, Malay Magic [1900], pp. 21-22); but the suggestion may as 
well have come from a Jesuit story. 

3 Tuglay, the ‘‘old man” of Bagobo myth, and Tuglibung, the ‘“‘old woman,” were the 
Mona, who lived on the earth beforetime began. Tradition says that they were acquainted 
with only the rudest of Bagobo arts and industries; that they were very poor, and dressed 
themselves in the soft sheath torn from the cocoanut-trees. Tuglay and Tuglibung are not 
specific, but general, names for all those old people of the tales. 
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wound! it all around the world. Diwata then made the great crab 


(kayumang), and put it near the great eel, and let it go wherever it 
liked. Now, when the great crab bites the great eel, the eel wriggles, 
and this produces an earthquake. 

When the rain falls, it is Diwata throwing out water from the sky. 
When Diwata spits, the showers fall. The sun makes yellow clouds, 
and the yellow clouds make the colors of the rainbow. But the white 
clouds are smoke from the fire of the gods. 


2. IN THE DAYS OF THE MONA 


Long ago the sun hung low over the earth. And the old woman 
called Mona said to the sky, “You go up high, because I cannot 
pound my rice when you are in the way.” 

Then the sky moved up higher. 

Mona? was the first woman, and Tuglay® was the first man. There 
were at that time only one man and one woman on the earth. Their 
eldest son was named Malaki; their eldest daughter, Bia. They lived 
at the centre of the earth. 

Tuglay and Mona made all the things in the world; but the god 
made the woman and the man. Mona was also called Tuglibung. 
Tuglay and Tuglibung got rich, because they could see the god. 

But the snake was there too, and he gave the fruit to the man and 
the woman, saying to them, “If you eat the fruit, it will open your 
eyes.” 

Then they both ate the fruit. This made the god angry. 

After this, Tuglibung and Tuglay could not see the god any more.‘ 


3. WHY THE SKY WENT UP 


In the beginning, when the world was made, the sky lay low down 
over the earth. At this time the poor families called ‘‘Mona”’ were 
living in the world. The sky hung so low, that, when they wanted to 
pound their rice, they had to kneel down on the ground to get a play 
for the arm. Then the poor woman called Tuglibung said to the sky, 
“Go up higher! Don’t you see that I cannot pound my rice well?” 

So the sky began to move upwards. When it had gone up about 
five fathoms, the woman said again, “‘Go up still more!” 

This made the sun angry at the woman, and he rushed up very high. 


1 The Malays of the peninsula have a similar tradition as to the snake element (cf. 
Skeat, l. ¢., p. 6). 

2 The name “ Mona”’ is ordinarily applied to the old man as well as to the old woman of 
prehistoric days. 

3 A generic name for the old man of the ancient myths. The word seems to be related 
to tugul (“‘old’’), which is used only of persons. ‘An old thing” is tapi. 

4 With ready ease the Bagobo incorporates elements that have come from Catholic 
sources, yet without breaking the thread of his narrative. 
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In the old days, when the sun as well as the sky was low down, the 
Mona had a deep hole in the ground, as large as a house, into which 
they would creep to keep themselves from the fierce heat of the sun. 

The Mona were all very old; but after the sun went up very high, 
they began to get babies.! 


4. WHY THE SKY WENT UP 


In the beginning, the sky hung so low over the earth, that the people 
could not stand upright, could not do their work. 

For this reason, the man in the sky said to the sky, “Come up!” 

Then the sky went up to its present place. 


5. THE SUN AND THE MOON 


Long ago the Sun had to leave the Moon to go to another town. He 
knew that his wife, the Moon, was expecting the birth of a child; and, 
before going away, he said to her, “When your baby is born, if it is a 
boy, keep it; if a girl, kill it.” 

A long time passed before the Sun could come back to the Moon, 
and while he was gone, the Moon gave birth toher baby. It wasa girl. 
A beautiful child it was, with curly hair like bimaibbid,? with burnished 
nails that looked like gold, and having the white spots called pamoti® on 
its body. The mother felt very sad to think of killing it, and so she 
hid it in the big box (kaban*) where they kept their clothes. 

As soon as the Sun returned, he asked the Moon, “How about our 
baby?” 

At once the Moon replied, “It was a girl: I killed it yesterday.” 

The Sun had only a week to stay at home with the Moon. One 
night he dreamed that a boy with white hair came to him from heaven. 
The boy stood close to him, and spoke these words: — 

“Your wife got a baby, but it was a girl; and she hid it away from 
you in the box.” 

When the Sun wakened from sleep, he was very angry at the Moon, 
and the two fell to quarrelling about the baby. The Moon wanted 
child saved. 

“You ought to keep it with you,” she urged. 


1 A tradition of the first peopling of Mindanao was found by Mr. Cole at Cibolan. Cf. 
The Philippine Journal of Science, vol. vi, pp. 128-129 (1911). 

2? Hemp warp that has been laced in a banded pattern before dyeing, in order to 
produce decorative figures in a textile, is called biniibbid. After the binding-threads are 
clipped, there is an effect of rippling in the hemp, of which curly hair is suggestive. 

3 Such auspicious white spots are referred to in the text of a Bagobo song (in manu- 
script), in which the Divine Man who lives at the source of the streams is said to have the 
pamoti on his body. 

4 A well-made box of hard wood in which fine garments are kept. 
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“No, no!” protested the Sun. “I cannot keep it, because my body 
is so hot it would make your baby sick.” 

“And I cannot keep it,’”’ complained the Moon, “for my body is 
very dark; and that would surely make the child sick.” 

Then the Sun fell into a passion of rage; and he seized his big 
kampilan,' and slew the child. He cut its small body into numberless 
little bits, — as many as the grains of sand that lie along the seashore. 
Out of the window he tossed the pieces of the shining little body; and, 
as the gleaming fragments sparkled to their places in the sky, the stars 
came to birth. 


6. ORIGIN OF THE STARS 

All the old Bagobo men say that the Sun and the Moon once had a 
quarrel about the Moon’s baby. 

The Moon had a baby in her belly; and the Sun said, “If our baby 
is a girl, we will kill it, because a girl could not be like me.” 

Then the Sun went on a journey to another town, and while he was 
gone, the baby was born; but it was a girl. Now, the Moon felt very 
sorry to think of her little child being killed, and she hid it in a box. 
In a few days, the Sun came home to rest with his wife. Then he 
asked her for the baby. ; 

The Moon answered, “‘I killed it yesterday: it was a girl.” 

But the Sun did not believe what his wife said. Then he opened the 
box to get his clothes, and there he saw a baby-girl. And the Sun 
was very angry. He seized the baby and cut it into many pieces, 
and threw the pieces out of the window. Then the pieces of the baby’s 
body became the stars. 

Before the Sun and the Moon had their quarrel, they journeyed 
together through the sky, and the sky was not far above the earth, 
as now, but it lay low down. 


7. THE FATE OF THE MOON’S BABY 
The Sun wanted the Moon to have a boy-baby so that it would be 
like its father. The Moon too hoped to give birth to a boy. But 
when the child was born, it was a girl. Now, at that time, the Moon 
was very hungry, and wanted to eat her own baby. Then the Sun 
killed the girl-child, and ate it up himself. 


8. THE BLACK MEN AT THE DOOR OF THE SUN 


The men who live in that part of the world near to where the sun 
rises are very black. They are called Manobo tagselata k'alo2. From — 


1 A long, one-edged sword that hangs:at the left side, in an elaborate scabbard, whena 


man is in full-dress. 
2 Men (ta, ‘“‘the;"’ -g-, a formal or euphonic infix; selat, “‘door;"’ k’ [ka], ‘‘of;” alo, 
“‘sun”’) at the door of the sun. Manobo is a general term for ‘‘man,” “people.” 
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sunrise until noon, they stay in a hole in the ground to escape the 
fierce heat of the sun. Just before sunrise, they put their rice in the 
big pot, with water, and leave it without any fire under the pot. 
Then they creep into their hole in the ground. The rising sun cooks 
the rice; and, when the black men come out of the hole at noon, their 
meal is all ready for them. From noon until sunset, and then all 
night, the black men play and work. But before the sun rises, they 
fix their rice in the pot, leave it for the sun to cook, and go down again 
into the big hole. 


9. STORY OF THE ECLIPSE 


Before time began, very long ago, a great bird called ‘‘minokawa”! 
swallowed the moon. Seized with fear, all the people began to scream 
and make a great noise. Then the bird peeped down to see what was 
the matter, and he opened his mouth. But as soon as he opened his 
mouth, the moon sprang out and ran away. 

The minokawa-bird is as large as the Island of Negros or Bohol. He 
has a beak of steel, and his claws too are of steel. His eyes are mirrors, 
and each single feather is a sharp sword. He lives outside the sky, 
at the eastern horizon, ready to seize the moon when she reaches there 
from her journey under the earth. 

The moon makes eight holes in the eastern horizon to come out of, 
and eight holes in the western horizon to go into, because every day the 
big bird tries to catch her, and she is afraid. The exact moment he 
tries to swallow her is just when she is about to come in through one of 
the holes in the east to shine on us again. If the minokawa should 
swallow the moon, and swallow the sun too, he would then come down 
to earth and gulp down men also. But when the moon is in the belly 
of the big bird, and the sky is dark, then all the Bagobo scream and 
cry, and beat agongs,? because they fear they will all “get dead.” 
Soon this racket makes the minokawa-bird look down and “open his 
mouth to hear the sound.” Then the moon jumps out of the bird’s 
mouth and runs away. 

All the old men know about the minokawa-bird in the ulit stories. 

1 The Visayans believe that an eclipse of the moon is caused by an enormous animal 
that seizes the moon, and holds her in his mouth. Cf. this Journal, vol. xix (1906), p. 209. 

2 Large percussion instruments made by the Chinese, imported from Singapore into 
Mindanao, and widely used by the wild tribes. 
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II. THE “ULIT:” ADVENTURES OF MYTHICAL BAGOBO AT THE 
DAWN OF TRADITION 


I. LUMABAT AND MEBU’YAN 


Long ago Lumabat! and his sister (##bé?) had a quarrel because 
Lumabat had said, ‘‘ You shall go with me up into heaven.”” And his 
sister had replied, “‘No, I don’t like to do that.” 

Then they began to fight each other. Soon the woman sat down on 
the big rice mortar,* and said to Lumabat, ‘‘Now I am going down 
below the earth, down to Gimokudan.‘ Down there I shall begin to 
shake the lemon-tree. Whenever I shake it, somebody up on the 
earth will die. If the fruit shaken down be ripe, then an old person 
will die on the earth; but if the fruit fall green, the one to die will be 
young.” 

Then she took a bowl filled with pounded rice, and poured the rice 
into the mortar for a sign that the people should die and go down to 
Gimokudan. Presently the mortar began to turn round and round 
while the woman was sitting upon it. All the while, as the mortar 
was revolving, it was slowly sinking into the earth. But just as it 
began to settle in the ground, the woman dropped handfuls of the 
pounded rice upon the earth, with the words: “See! I let fall this 
rice. This makes many people die, dropping down just like grains of 
rice. Thus hundreds of people go down; but none go up into heaven.” 

Straightway the mortar kept on turning round, and kept on going 
lower down, until it disappeared in the earth, with Lumabat’s sister 
still sitting on it. After this, she came to be known as Mebii’yan. 
Before she went down below the earth, she was known only as Tubé’ ka 
Lumabat (“sister of Lumabat”’). 

Mebi’yan is now chief of a town called Banua Mebfa’yan (“Me- 
bii’yan’s town’”’), where she takes care of all dead babies, and gives them 
milk from her breasts. Mebi’yan is ugly to look at, for her whole body 
is covered with nipples. All nursing children who still want the milk, 
go directly, when they die, to Banua Mebi’yan, instead of to Gimoku- 
dan, and remain there with Mebi’yan until they stop taking milk from 
her breast. Then they go to their own families in Gimokudan, where 
they can get rice, and “live” very well. 

1 The first of mortals to reach heaven, and become a god (cf. the “Story of Lumabat and 
Wari’’). In the tales that I have thus far collected, Lumabat does not figure as a culture- 
hero. 
2 The word indicating the relationship between brother and sister, each of whom is 
tabé to the other, whether elder or younger. 

3 The mortar in which rice is pounded is a large, deep wooden bowl that stands in the 
house. With its standard, it is three feet or more in height. 

4 The place below the earth where the dead go (gimokud, “‘spirit;"’ -an, plural ending); 
that is, [the place of] many spirits. 
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All the spirits stop at Mebii’yan’s town, on their way to Gimokudan, 
There the spirits wash all their joints in the black river that runs 
through Banua Mebi’yan, and they wash the tops of their heads too. 
This bathing (pamalugu') is for the purpose of making the spirits feel, 
at home, so that they will not run away and go back to their own 
bodies. If the spirit could return to its body, the body would get up 
and be alive again. 


2. STORY OF LUMABAT AND WARI 


Tuglay and Tuglibung? had many children. One of them was called 
Lumabat. There came a time when Lumabat quarrelled with his 
sister and was very angry with her. He said, “I will go to the sky, 
and never come back again.” 

So Lumabat started for the sky-country, and many of his brothers 
and sisters went with him. A part of their journey lay over the sea, 
and when they had passed the sea, a rock spoke to them and said, 
“Where are you going?” 

In the beginning, all the rocks and plants and the animals could talk*® 
with the people. 

Then one boy answered the rock, “We are going to the sky-country.” 

As soon as he had spoken, the boy turned into a rock. But his 
brothers and sisters went on, leaving the rock behind. 

Presently a tree said, “‘Where are you going?” 

“We are going to the sky,” replied one of the girls. 

Immediately the girl became a tree. Thus, all the way along the 
journey, if any one answered, he became a tree, or stone, or rock, 
according to the nature of the object that put the question. 

By and by the remainder of the party reached the border of the sky. 
They had gone to the very end of the earth, as far as the horizon. But 
here they had to stop, because the horizon kept moving up and down 
(supa-supa). The sky and the earth would part, and then close 
together again, just like the jaws of an animal in eating. This move- 
ment of the horizon began as soon as the people reached there. 

There were many young men and women, and they all tried to jump 
through the place where the sky and the earth parted. But the edges 
of the horizon are very sharp, like a kampilan,‘ and they came together 
with a snap whenever anybody tried to jump through; and they cut 
him into two pieces. Then the parts of his body became stones, or 


1 The same word is used of the ceremonial washing at the festivalof G’inum. Ordinary 
bathing is padigus. 

2 See footnote 3, p. 15, also 3, p. 16. 

8 This is also an element in Visayan myth (cf. Maxfield and Millington’s collection in this 
Journal, vol. xx [1907], p. 102). For the Malay tradition, cf. Skeat, Malay Magic, p. 205. 

4 See footnote 1, p. 18. 
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grains of sand. One after another of the party tried to jump through, 
for nobody knew the fate of the one who went before him. 

Last of all, Lumabat jumped — quick, quicker than the rest; and 
before the sharp edges snapped shut, he was safe in heaven. As he 
walked along, he saw many wonderful things. He saw many kam- 
pilans standing alone, and fighting, and that without any man to hold 
them. Lumabat passed on by them all. Then he came to the town 
where the bad dead live. The town is called “Kilut.’! There, in the 
flames, he saw many spirits with heavy sinson them. The spirits with 
little sins were not in the flames; but they lay, their bodies covered 
with sores, in an acid that cuts like the juice of a lemon. Lumabat 
went on, past them all. 

Finally he reached the house of Diwata,? and went up into the house. 
There he saw many diwata, and they were chewing betel-nut.2 And 
one diwata spit from his mouth the isse* that he had finished chewing. 
When Lumabat saw the isse coming from the mouth of the god, it 
looked to him like a sharp knife. Then Diwata laid hold of Luma- 
bat, and Lumabat thought the god held a sharp knife in his hand. 
But it was no knife: it was just the isse. And Diwata rubbed the 
isse on Lumabat’s belly, and with one downward stroke he opened the 
belly, and took out Lumabat’s intestines (betuka). 

Then Lumabat himself became a god. He was not hungry any 
more, for now his intestines were gone. Yet if he wanted to eat, he 
had only to say, “‘ Food, come now!” and at once all the fish were there, 
ready to be caught. In the sky-country, fish do not have to be caught. 
And Lumabat became the greatest of all the diwata. 

Now, when Lumabat left home with his brothers and sisters, one 
sister and three brothers remained behind. The brother named Wari 
felt sad because Lumabat had gone away. At last he decided to 
follow him. He crossed the sea, and reached the border of the sky, 
which immediately began to make the opening and shutting motions. 
But Wari was agile, like his brother Lumabat; and he jumped quick, 
just like Lumabat, and got safe into heaven. Following the same 
path that his brother had taken, he reached the same house. And 
again Diwata took the isse, and attempted to open Wari’s belly; but 
Wari protested, for he did not like to have his intestines pulled out. 
Therefore the god was angry at Wari. 

1A synonyme for Gimokudan (‘‘the city of the dead’’). It is not ordinarily associated 
in the mind of the Bagobo with any idea of retribution. This episode shows traces of 
Jesuit influence. 

2 See footnote I, p. 15. 

3 The popular name “ betel-nut,”’ has been retained in these stories to designate the 
fruit of the areca-palm. Strictly speaking, “ betel" is the leaf of a climbing plant (buyo) 
that is chewed with the nut. 

‘ The solid part of the betel-nut that remains after the juice has been extracted by long 
chewing. 
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Yet Wari staid on in the house for three days. Then he went out 
on the atad' that joined the front and back part of the gods’ house, 
whence he could look down on the earth. He saw his home town, and 
it made him happy to look at his fields of sugarcane and bananas, his 
groves of betel and cocoanuts. There were his bananas ripe, and all 
his fruits ready to be plucked. Wari gazed, and then he wanted to 
get back to earth again, and he began to cry; for he did not like to stay 
in heaven and have his intestines taken out, and he was homesick 
for his own town. 

Now, the god was angry at Wari because he would not let him open 
his belly. And the god told Wari to go home, and take his dogs with 
him. First the god fixed some food for Wari to eat on his journey. 
Then he took meadow-grass (karan), and tied the long blades together, 
making a line long enough to reach down to earth. He tied Wari and 
the dogs to one end of the line; but before he lowered the rope, he said 
to Wari, ‘‘Do not eat while you are up in the air, for if you eat, it will 
set your dogs to quarrelling. If I hear the sound of dogs fighting, 
I shall let go the rope.” 

But while Wari hung in the air, he got very hungry, and, although 
he had been let down only about a third of the distance from heaven 
to earth, he took some of his food and ate it. Immediately the dogs 
began to fight. Then Diwata in the sky heard the noise, and he 
dropped the rope of meadow-grass. Then Wari fell down, down; but 
he did not strike the ground, for he was caught in the branches of the 
tree called lanipo. It was a tall tree, and Wari could not get down. 
He began to utter cries; and all night he kept crying, “‘ Aro-o-o-o-i!”’ 
Then he turned into a kulago-bird.2 At night, when you hear the call 
of the kulago-bird, you know that it is the voice of Wari. 

The kulago-bird has various sorts of feathers, feathers of all kinds 
of birds and chickens; it has the hair of all animals and the hair of 
man. This bird lives in very high trees at night, and you cannot see 
it. You cannot catch it. Yet the old men know a story about a 
kulago-bird once having been caught while it was building its nest. 
But this was after there came to be many people on the earth. 

The three dogs went right along back to Wari’s house. They 
found Wari’s sister and two brothers at home, and staid there with 
them. After a while, the woman and her two brothers had many 
children. 

“In the beginning,’ say the old men, “brother and sister would 
marry each other, just like pigs. This was a very bad custom.” 

1 A sort of bridge or platform connecting the main body of the native house with the 
shelter that serves as kitchen, when this is separate from the living-room. 

2 A fabulous bird, probably associated with the screech-owl (Aluco candidus) of the 
Philippines. It is a bird of ill-omen. Compare A. Newton, Dictionary of Birds, pp. 
679-680 (1893-96). 
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3. HOW MAN TURNED INTO A MONKEY 


Before the world was made, the monkey looked like man, and was 
called manobo,' and was actually human. But after the world and 
people were made, the monkey took its present form. 

When people began to live in the world, they had many children. 
One man was called Lumabat. His father had a number of children, 
so that Lumabat had many brothers and sisters. 

One day a brother of Lumabat was climbing up over the roof, and 
in his hand he had a long ladle made of cocoanut-shell. He held the 
ladle behind his back, at the base of his spine, until by and by a tail 
began to grow. The ladle had turned into a tail, and presently Luma- 
bat’s brother became a monkey. After that, a few other people turned 
into monkeys. But all this came about before Lumabat went to 
heaven. 


4. THE TUGLIBUNG AND THE TUGLAY 


Before time began,? an old woman (Tuglibung) and an old man 
(Tuglay) lived in a town at the centre of the world. There came a 
season of drought, when their bananas spoiled, and all their plants 
died from the hot sun. Tuglibung and Tuglay were very hungry, and 
looked skinny, because they had nothing to eat. 

One night as the old man slept, he dreamed that a little boy with 
white hair came close to him, and said, ‘‘ Much better it would be, if 
you would stay here no longer; much better, that you go to the T’oluk 
Waig? (‘water-sources’), where there is a good place to live.” 

So the old folks started on their journey to the source of the rivers. 
On their way, they stopped at one place that seemed good, and staid 
for about a month; but there was little to eat, and they were always 
hungry. At last, one day, the man climbed up into a tall tree, whence 
he could see the whole earth, even to the border of the sky. Far away 
he could see a little smoke, just like a cigarette. Then he climbed 
down the tree in a hurry, and told his wife what he had seen. 

“T will go and find out where that smoke comes from,” he said, 
‘and see if I can get some bananas and things, — all we can eat.” 

So the man started out and travelled a long way, leaving his wife 
at home. As he approached the place where he had seen the smoke, 
he found himself in a vast field full of fruit-trees and sugarcane-plants. 
The sugarcane grew as big as trees; the bananas were as huge as the 
trunks of cocoanut-palms; and the papaya-fruit was the size of a 
great clay jar. He walked on until he reached a very large meadow, 
full of long wavy grass, where there were many horses and carabao and 
other animals. Soon after he left the meadow-grass, he could make 

1 General term for “man,”’ “‘ people.” 

2 The ulit has a stereotyped opening with the phrase unda’me (unda ume), ‘‘no year.” 

3 The fabulous source of all the mountain-streams. 
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out, some distance ahead of him, a big house with many smaller 
houses grouped around it. He was so scared that he could not see 
the houses very well. He kept his eyes on the ground at his feet. 

When he came up to the big house, he saw lying under it piles of 
human bones. He then knew that the Datu of the Buso! lived there. 
In all the other houses there were buso living too. But he went bravely 
up the steps of the big house, and sat down on the floor. Right away, 
while he sat there, the children of Buso wanted to eat him. But 
Tuglay said, “‘ No, no! don’t eat me, because I just came to get bananas 
of many different kinds.” 

Then the man made a bargain with the Datu of the Buso, and said, 
“Give me some bananas, and I will pay you two children for them. 
Come to my house in nine days, and you shall have one boy and one 
girl for the bananas.” But Tuglay had no children. 

Then the Buso gave Tuglay a basket of bananas, and let him go 
away. 

Now, while her husband was away, the woman gave birth to twins, 
—a boy andagirl. And when the man got home he was pleased, and 
said, ‘‘Oh! that’s fine! You got some babies while I was away.” 

But the man felt very sorry to think of giving his children to the 
Buso, and he went from place to place, hoping to find some friend who 
would help him. All the time, the days of the falla (“time of con- 
tract’’) were slipping by. He could get nobody tohelphim. Nowit 
lacked only two of the nine days’ falla. And while the children were 
asleep, Tuglay said to his wife, ‘Let us run away, and leave our babies 
here asleep, because to-morrow the Buso will come.” 

Then Tuglay and Tuglibung ran away, and left their children. They 
ran and ran until they reached the T’oluk Waig; but they could not 
get away from the falla. The nine days of falla had caught up with 
them. 

At home, the children woke up and found no mother and father 
there, and they began to cry. They thought they would run after 
their parents. So they left the house, and forded the river, and began 
to run. 

When the nine days were up, the Buso came to Tuglay’s house for 
his pay. When he found nobody at home, he ran after the children, 
carrying with him many iron axes and big bolos, and accompanied by a 
crowd of other buso. In all there were three thousand buso, — two 
thousand walking, and one thousand flying. The children had the 
start; but the three thousand buso kept gaining on them, until they 
were close behind. 

1 The anthropomorphic and zodmorphic evil personalities, whose number is legion. 
The traditional concept of Buso among the Bagobo has essentially the same content as 


that of Asuang with Visayan peoples. Both Buso and Asuang suggest the R4kshasa of 
Indian myth. 
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As they ran, the little boy said to his sister, ‘When we get to that 
field over there, where there are ripe bananas, you must not speak a 
word.” 

But when they reached the banana-tree, the girl-child cried out, 
“Brother, I want to eat a banana.” 

Then she ate a banana; but she felt so weak she could run no 
longer. She justlay downand died. Then the boy-child looked about 
for a place to put his sister’s body. He looked at the fine branched 
trees, full of fruit, and saw that each single fruit was an agong,! and 
the leaves, mother-of-pearl. 

To one of the trees, the boy said, ‘May I put my sister here?” 
And the tree said that he might do it. 

Then the boy laid his sister on a branch of the tree, because the child 
was dead. 

After this, the boy ran back toward the Buso who led the rest, and 
called out to him, “I’m going to run very fast. Chase me now, and 
catch me if you can!” 

So the boy ran, and the Buso chased him. Hard pressed, the boy 
sprang toward a big rock, and shouted to it, “‘O rock, help me! The 
Buso will catch me.” 

“Come up!” said the rock, “I’ll help you, if I can.” 

But when the boy climbed up, he found that it was not a rock, but 
a fine house, that was giving him shelter. In that house lived the 
Black Lady (Bia ?’ metum*), and she received the boy kindly. 

As soon as the Buso came up to the rock, he smiled, and said, “The 
boy is here all right! I’ll break the rock with my axe.” 

But when he tried to break the rock with axe and poko,* the hard 
stone resisted; and the Buso’s tools were blunted and spoiled. 

Meantime, in the Black Lady’s house the boy was getting ready for 
a fight, because the Black Lady said, ‘‘Go down now; they want you 
down there.” 

Then with sharp sword and long spear, bearing a fine war-shield, 
and wearing ear-plugs of shining ivory, the boy went down to meet 
the Buso. When he went down the steps, all the other buso had come, 
and were waiting for him in front of the house. Then they all went 
to fighting the one boy, and he met them all alone. He fought until 
every one of the three thousand buso fell down dead. At last, one only 
of the buso stood up, and he was the great Datu of Buso. But even 
he fell down before that mighty boy, for none could conquer the boy. 
He was matulus.4 After all was done, the boy married the Black 
Lady, and lived well in her house. 

1 See footnote 2, p. 19. 2 Bia, ‘‘lady;" (to), ‘‘the;”’ metum, “ black.”’ 

3 A stout work-knife, with broad, one-edged blade, and square tip; used to hew down 
trees, and cut kindling-wood. 

4 A term regularly used of the great Malaki, and combining the sense of ‘‘all-wise"’ 
and “invincible.” Matulus is often used with a connotation of having magical power. 
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5. ADVENTURES OF THE TUGLAY! 


It was eight? million (kati) years ago, in the days of the Mona,* 
that the following events took place. 

The Tuglay lived in a fine house the walls of which were all mirrored 
glass, and the roof was hung with brass chains. One day he went 
out into the woods to snare jungle-fowl, and he slept in the woods all 
night. The next day, when he turned to go home, he found himself 
puzzled as to which trail to take. He tried one path after another, 
but none seemed to lead to his house. At last he said to himself, 
“T have lost my way: I shall never be able to get home.” 

Then he walked on at random until he came to a vast field of rice, 
where great numbers of men were cutting the palay.‘ But the rice- 
field belonged to Buso, and the harvesters were all buso-men. When 
they saw Tuglay at the edge of their field, they were glad, and said 
to one another, “There’s a man! We will carry him home.” 

Then the buso caught Tuglay, and hastened home with him. Now, 
the great Buso’s mansion stretched across the tops of eight million 
mountains, and very many smaller houses were on the sides of the 
mountains, all around the great Buso’s house; for this was the city 
of the buso where they had taken Tuglay. Ashe was carried through 
the groves of cocoanut-palms on Buso’s place, all the Cocoanuts called 
out, “Tuglay, Tuglay, in a little while the Buso will eat you!” 

Into the presence of the great chief of all the buso, they dragged 
Tuglay. The Datto Buso was fearful to look at. From his head grew 
one great horn of pure ivory, and flames of fire were blazing from the 
horn. The Datto Buso questioned the man. 

“First of all, I will ask you where you come from, Tuglay.” 

“T am come from my house in T’oluk Waig,” replied the man. 

And the great Buso shouted, “I will cut off your head with my sharp 
kris!’’s 

“But if I choose, I can kill you with your own sword,” boldly 
answered Tuglay. 

Then he lay down, and let the Buso try to cut his neck. The Buso 
swung his sharp sword; but the steel would not cut Tuglay’s neck. 
The Buso did not know that no knife could wound the neck of Tuglay, 
unless fire were laid upon his throat at the same time. This was eight 
million years ago that the Buso tried to cut off the head of Tuglay. 

Then another day the Tuglay spoke to all the buso, “It is now my 
turn: let me try whether I can cut your necks.” 


1 See footnote 3, p. 15, also 3, p. 16. 

2 The number sacred in ceremonial and song. 

3 See footnote 2, p. 16. 

4 Visayan word for rice growing in the field; Bagobo, ‘ume. 

5 The long sword of the Moro, with a wavy, two-edged blade. 
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After this speech, Tuglay stood up and took from his mouth the 
chewed betel-nut that is called isse, and made a motion as if he would 
rub the isse on the great Buso’s throat. When the Buso saw the isse, 
he thought it was a sharp knife, and he was frightened. All the lesser 
buso began to weep, fearing that their chief would be killed; for the 
isse appeared to all of them as a keen-bladed knife. The tears of all 
the buso ran down like blood; they wept streams and streams of tears 
that all flowed together, forming a deep lake, red in color. 

Then Tuglay rubbed the chewed betel on the great Buso’s throat. 
One pass only he made with the isse, and the Buso’s head was severed 
from his body. Both head and body of the mighty Buso rolled down 
into the great lake of tears, and were devoured by the crocodiles. 

Now, the Tuglay was dressed like a poor man,—in bark (binzit') 
garments. But as soon as he had slain the Buso, he struck a blow at 
his own legs, and the bark trousers fell off. Then he stamped on the 
ground, and struck his body, and immediately his jacket and kerchief 
of bark fell off from him. There he stood, no longer the poor Tuglay, 
but a Malaki T’oluk Waig,? with a gleaming kampilan in his hand. 

Then he was ready to fight all the other buso. First he held the 
kampilan in his left hand, and eight million buso fell down dead. 
Then he held the kampilan in his right hand, and eight million more 
buso fell down dead. After that, the Malaki went over to the house 
of Buso’s daughter, who had but one eye, and that in the middle of her 
forehead. She shrieked with fear when she saw the Malaki coming; 
and he struck her with his kampilan, so that she too, the woman-buso, 
fell down dead. 

After these exploits, the Malaki T’oluk Waig went on his way. He 
climbed over the mountains of benati,’ whose trees men go far to seek, 
and then he reached the mountains of barayung and balati wood. 
From these peaks, exultant over his foes, he gave a good war-cry 
that re-echoed through the mountains, and went up to the ears of 
the gods. Panguli’li and Salamia’wan‘ heard it from their home in 
the Shrine of the Sky (Tambara ka Langit), and they said, “‘Who 
chants the song of war (ig-sungal)? Without doubt, it is the Malak 
T’oluk Waig, for none of all the other malaki could shout just like 
that.” 

1 The Babogo say, that, before the invention of weaving hemp, all the people clothed 
themselves in the soft, inflammable layers of the sheath that envelops the trunk of cocoa- 
nut-palms. 

2 The semi-divine being who dwelis at the mythical source of the mountain-streams 
(malaki, ‘good man;” ?#’ [to], “‘the;" oluk, ‘‘source;"’ waig, ‘‘water'’). Traditionally 
there are many of these malaki, devotionally there is but one. 

* A very hard, fine-grained wood susceptible of high polish, in color grading, according 
to age, from yellow to golden tan, and used to make handles for the most valuable swords. 


4 These gods are of high rank. Salamia’wan occupies the second heaven, and Pan- 
guli’li, the ninth. 
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His duty performed, the Malaki left the ranges of balati and bara- 
yung, walked down toward the sea, and wandered along the coast 
until he neared a great gathering of people who had met for barter. 
It was market-day, and all sorts of things were brought for trade. 
Then the Malaki T’oluk Waig struck his legs and his chest, before the 
people caught sight of him; and immediately he was clothed in his old 
bark trousers and jacket and kerchief, just like a poor man. Then he 
approached the crowd, and saw the people sitting on the ground in 
little groups, talking, and offering their things for sale. 

The Malaki Lindig Ramut ka Langit! and all the other malaki? from 
the surrounding country were there. beta called out to him, “‘Where 
are you going?” 

The Tuglay told them that he had got lost, and had been travelling 
a long distance. As he spoke, he noticed, sitting among a group of 
young men, the beautiful woman called Moglung. 

She motioned to him, and said, ‘‘Come, sit down beside me.”’ 

And the Tuglay sat down on the ground, near the Moglung. Then 
the woman gave presents of textiles to the Malaki Lindig Ramut ka 
Langit and the other malaki in her crowd. But to the Tuglay she 
gave betel-rut that she had prepared for him. 

After that, the Moglung said to all the malaki, ‘‘This time I am 
going to leave you, because I want to go home.” 

And off went the Moglung with the Tuglay, riding on the wind. 

After many days, the Moglung and the Tuglay rested on the moun- 
tains of barayung, and, later, on the mountains of balakuna-trees, 
From these heights, they looked out over a vast stretch of open coun- 
try, where the deep, wavy meadow-grass glistened like gold; and 
pastured there were herds of cows and carabao and many horses. 
And beyond rose another range of mountains, on the highest of which 
stood the Moglung’s house. To reach it they had to cross whole 
forests of cocoanut and betel-nut trees that covered eight million 
mountains. Around the house were all kinds of useful plants and 
trees. When they walked under the floor* of the house, the Moglung 
said, ‘‘My grandmother is looking at me because I have found another 
grandchild for her.” 

Then the grandmother (Tuglibung) called to them, saying, ‘‘Come 
up, come up, my grandchildren!” 

1 Malaki who lives at the horizon (lindig, “‘border;" ramut, “‘root;" ka, preposition 
“of;”" Langit, “‘sky"’), 

2 Although the name malaki properly is limited to men of high moral character, 
yet actually the story-teller calls all the young men malaki round whom the action centres. 
Often it means simply an unmarried man. 

3 A typical Malay house presents the appearance of a pile-dwelling, the floor being 


raised several feet above the ground, and tied to the heavy upright timbers which run to 
the roof and form the framework of the house. 
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As soon as they entered the house, the Tuglay sat down in a corner 
of the kitchen, until the grandmother offered him a better place, say- 
ing, ‘‘Do not stay in the kitchen. Come and sleep on my bed.” 

The Tuglay rested eight nights in the grandmother’s bed. At the 
end of the eight nights the Moglung said to him, ‘ Please take this 
betel-nut that I have prepared for you.” 

At first Tuglay did not want to take it; but the next day, when the 
Moglung again offered the betel, he accepted it from her and began 
to chew. After that, the Tuglay took off his trousers of bark and his 
jacket of bark, and became a Malaki T’oluk Waig. But the Moglung 
wondered where the Tuglay had gone, and she cried to her grand- 
mother, “Where is the Tuglay?”’ 

But the Malaki stood there, and answered her, ‘‘I am the Tuglay.” 

At first the Moglung was grieved, because the Malaki seemed such 
a grand man, and she wanted Tuglay back. 

But before long the Malaki said to her, “I want you to marry me.” 

So they were married. Then the Moglung opened her gold box, 
and took out a fine pair of trousers (saroa’r') and a man’s jacket 
(umpak*® ka mama), and gave them to the Malaki as a wedding-gift. 
_ When they had been living together for a while, there came a day 
when the Malaki wanted to go and visit a man who was a great worker 
in brass, — the Malaki Tuangun;* and the Moglung gave him 
directions for the journey, saying, “You will come to a place where 
a hundred roads meet. Take the road that is marked with the prints 
of many horses and carabao. Do not stop at the place of the cross- 
roads, for if you stop, the Bia‘ who makes men giddy will hurt you.” 

Then the Malaki went away, and reached the place where a hundred 
roads crossed, as Moglung had said. But he stopped there to rest 
and chew betel-nut. Soon he began to feel queer and dizzy, and he 
fell asleep, not knowing anything. When he woke up, he wandered 
along up the mountain until he reached a house at the border of a 
big meadow, and thought he would stop and ask his way. From under 
the house he called up, ‘Which is the road to the Malaki Tuangun?” 

It was the Bia’s voice that answered, ‘First come up here, and 
then I’ll tell you the road.” 

So the Malaki jumped up on the steps and went in. But when he 
was inside of her house, the Bia confessed that she did not know the 
way to the Malaki Tuangun’s house. 

“T am the woman,” she said, “who made you dizzy, because I 
wanted to have you for my own.” 


1 Short trousers of hemp, usually embroidered and beaded. 

2 Short jacket of hemp (ka, “‘of;'’ mama, “‘man,”’ “boy,” the specific term for ‘‘man”’). 
3 Brass-smith. 

‘ A title of respect, which is best rendered by “lady” or “ sefiora.”’ 
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“Oh! that’s the game,” said the Malaki. ‘But the Moglung is my 
wife, and she is the best woman in the world.” 

“Never mind that,” smiled the Bia. “Just let me comb your hair.” 

Then the Bia gave him some betel-nut, and combed his hair until he 
grew sleepy. But as he was dropping off, he remembered a certain 
promise he had made his wife, and he said to the Bia, “If the Moglung 
comes and finds me here, you be sure to waken me.” 

Afte ‘ight days had passed from the time her husband left home, 
the Mc __ ag started out to find him, for he had said, ‘‘ Eight days from 
now I ui return.” 

By and by the Moglung came to the Bia’s house, and found the 
Malaki there fast asleep; but the Bia did not waken him. Then the 
Moglung took from the Malaki’s toes his toe-rings (paniod'), and went 
away, leaving a message with the Bia: — 

“Tell the Malaki that I am going back home to find some other 
malaki: tell him that I’ll have no more to do with him.” 

But the Moglung did not go to her own home: she at once started 
for her brother’s house that was up in the sky-country. 

Presently the Malaki woke up, and when he looked at his toes, he 
found that his brass toe-rings were gone. 

“The Moglung has been here!” he cried ina frenzy. ‘Why didn’t 
you waken me, as I told you?” Then he seized his sharp-bladed 
kampilan, and slew the Bia. Maddened by grief and rage, he dashed 
to the door and made one leap to the ground, screaming, ‘‘ All the 
people in the world shall fall by my sword!” 

On his war-shield he rode, and flew with the wind until he came 
to the horizon. Here lived the Malaki Lindig Ramut ka Langit.? 
And when the two malaki met, they began to fight; and the seven 
brothers of the Malaki Lindig that live at the edge of the sky, like- 
wise came out to fight. But when the battle had gone on but a little 
time, all the eight malaki of the horizon fell down dead. Then the 
angry Malaki who had slain the Bia and the eight young men went 
looking for more people to kill; and when he had shed the blood of 
many, he became a buso with only one eye in his forehead, for the 
buso with one eye are the worst buso of all. Everybody that he met 
he slew. 

After some time, he reached the house of the great priest called 
“ Pandita,” and the Pandita checked him, saying, “Stop a minute, and 
let me ask you first what has happened to make you like this.” 

Then the Buso-man replied sadly, ‘‘I used to have a wife named 
Moglung, who was the best of all the bia; but when I went looking 
for the Malaki Tuangun, that other Bia made me dizzy, and gave 

1 Brass toe-rings, corresponding to the paninsing (‘‘finger-rings’’). 

2 See footnote 1, p. 29. 
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me betel, and combed my hair. Then she was my wife for a little 
while. But I have killed her, and become a buso, and I want to kill 
all the people in the world.” 

“You had better lie down on my mat here, and go to sleep,”’ advised 
the Pandita. While the Buso slept, the Pandita rubbed his joints with 
betel-nut; and when he woke up, he was a malaki again. 

Then the Pandita talked to him, and said, “Only a few days ago, 
the Moglung passed here on her way to her brother’s home in heaven. 
She went by a bad road, for she would have te mount the steep rock- 
terraces. If you follow, you will come first to the Terraces of the Wind 
(Tarasu’ban ka Kara’mag'), then you reach the Terraces of Eight- 
fold Darkness (Walu Lapit Dukilum?*), and then the Terraces of the 
Rain (Tarasuban k’Udan*). 

Eagerly the Malaki set out on his journey, with his kabir‘ on his 
back, and his betel-nut and buyo-leaf* in the kabir. He had not 
travelled far, before he came to a steep ascent of rock-terraces, — 
the Terraces of the Wind, that had eight million steps. The Malaki 
knew not how to climb up the rocky structure that rose sheer before 
him, and so he sat down at the foot of the ascent, and took his kabir 
off his back to get out some betel-nut. After he had begun to chew 
his betel, he began to think, and he pondered for eight days how he 
could accomplish his hard journey. On the ninth day he began to 
jump up the steps of the terraces, one by one. On each step he chewed 
betel, and then jumped again; and at the close of the ninth day he 
had reached the top of the eight million steps, and was off, riding on 
his shield. 

Next he reached the sharp-edged rocks called the “Terraces of 
Needles” (Tarasuban ka Simat), that had also eight million steps. 
Again he considered for eight days how he could mount them. Then 
on the ninth day he sprang from terrace to terrace, as before, chewing 
betel-nut on each terrace, and left the Tarasuban ka Simat, riding on 
his shield. Then he arrived at the Terraces of Sheet-Lightning 
(Tarasuban ka’ Dilam-dilam); and he took his kabir off his back, and 
prepared a betel-nut, chewed it, and meditated for eight days. On the 
ninth day he jumped from step to step of the eight million terraces, and 
went riding off on his war-shield. When he reached the Terraces 
of Forked-Lightning (Tarasuban ka Kirum), he surmounted them on 
the ninth day, like the others. 

1 Rock-terrace (-an, plural ending; ka, ‘‘of;"’ karamag, ‘‘wind’’) of the Wind. 

2 Terraces (walu, “eight;” lapit, “folded;” dukilum, “night,” “darkness”) of Eight- 
fold Darkness. 

Udan (“rain”). 

4 A large carrying-bag worn by Bagobo men on the back, by means of straps over the 
shoulders. It is woven of hemp, often heavily beaded, and contains the betel-box, the 


lime-tube, and a tight case of woven rattan for flint, steel, medicine, and other necessaries. 
5 The leaf of a vine that is chewed with betel-nut. 
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But now he came to a series of cuestas named ‘‘ Dulama Bolo Kam- 
pilan,"* because one side of each was an abrupt cliff with the sharp 
edge of a kampilan; and the other side sloped gradually downward, 
like a blunt-working bolo. How to cross these rocks, of which 
there were eight million, the Malaki did not know; so he stopped 
and took off his kabir, cut up his betel-nut, and thought for eight 
days. Then on the ninth day he began to leap over the rocks, 
and he kept on leaping for eight days, each day jumping over one 
million of the cuestas. On the sixteenth day he was off, riding on 
his shield. Then he reached the Terraces of the Thunder (Tara- 
suban ka Kilat), which he mounted, springing from one terrace to 
the next, as before, after he had meditated for eight days. Leaving 
these behind him on the ninth day, he travelled on to the Mountains 
of Bamboo (Pabungan Kawayanan), covered with bamboo whose 
leaves were all sharp steel. These mountains he could cross without 
the eight days’ thought, because their sides sloped gently. From the 
uplands he could see a broad sweep of meadow beyond, where the 
grass glistened like gold. And when he had descended, and walked 
across the meadow, he had to pass through eight million groves of 
cocoanut-trees, where the fruit grew at the height of a man’s waist, and 
every cocoanut had the shape of a bell (korung-korung). Then he 
reached a forest of betel-nut, where again the nuts could be plucked 
without the trouble of climbing, for the clusters grew at the height of 
a man’s waist. Beyond, came the meadows with white grass, and 
plants whose leaves were all of the rare old embroidered cloth called 
tambayang.? He then found himself at the foot-hills of a range of 
eight million mountains, rising from the heart of the meadows, and, 
when he had climbed to their summit, he stood before a fine big house. 

From the ground he called out, “If anybody lives in this house, let 
him come look at me, for I want to find the way to the Shrine in the 
Sky, or to the Little Heaven, where my Moglung lives.” 

But nobody answered. 

Then the Malaki sprang up the bamboo ladder and looked in at the 
door, but he saw no one in the house. He was weary, after his journey, 
and sat down to rest in a chair made of gold that stood there. Soon 
. there came to his ears the sound of men’s voices, calling out, ‘There 
is the Malaki T’oluk Waig in the house.” 

The Malaki looked around the room, but there was no man there, 
only a little baby swinging in its cradle. Outside the house were many 
malaki from the great town of Lunsud, and they came rushing in the 

1 Dulama (‘‘soft rock"). This rock formation appears to be a cuesta structure. 

2 An embroidery done by old women in former days, but now almost a lost art. 
Tambayang was used for the uppers of sleeves for fiesta, and it formed the scarf worn 
by mothers to carry the baby. There is a taboo on young women doing this special sort 


of needlework. 
VOL. XXVI.—NO. 99.—3 
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door, each holding a keen blade without handle (sobung). They all 
surrounded the Malaki in the gold chair, ready to fight him. But the 
Malaki gave them all some betel-nut from his kabir, and made the men 
friendly toward him. Then all pressed around the Malaki to look at 
his kabir, which shone like gold. They had never before seen a man’s 
bag like this one. “It is the kabir of the Malaki T’oluk Waig,” they 
said. The Malaki slept that night with the other malaki in the house. 

When morning came, the day was dark, like night, for the sun did 
not shine. Then the Malaki took his kampilan and stuck it into his 
belt, and sat down on his shield. There was no light on the next day, 
nor on the next. For eight days the pitchy darkness lasted; but on 
the ninth day it lifted. Quick from its cradle jumped the baby, now 
grown as tall as the bariri-plant; that is, almost knee-high. 

“Cowards, all of you!” cried the child to the Malaki Lunsud. 
“You are no malaki at all, since you cannot fight the Malaki T’oluk 
Waig.” Then, turning to the Malaki T’oluk Waig, the little fellow 
said, ‘‘ Please teach me how to hold the spear.”’ - 

When the Malaki had taught the boy how to make the strokes, the 
two began to fight; for the boy, who was called the Pangalinan,! was 
eager to use his spear against the -Malaki. But the Malaki had 
magical power (matulus*), so that when the Pangalinan attacked him 
with sword or spear, the blades of his weapons dissolved into water. 
For eight million days the futile battlewenton. Atlast the Pangalinan 
gave it up, complaining to the Malaki T’oluk Waig, ‘‘ How can I keep 
on fighting you, when every time I hit you my knives turn to water?” 

Disheartened, the Pangalinan threw away his spear and his sword. 
_But the Malaki would not hurt the Pangalinan when they were fight- 
ing; and as soon as the boy had flung his weapons outside the house, 
the Malaki put his arm around him and drew him close. After that, 
the two were friends. 

One day the Pangalinan thought he would look inside the big gold 
box that stood in the house. It was his mother’s box. The boy went 
and raised the lid, but as soon as the cover was lifted, his mother came 
out from the box. After this had happened, the Pangalinan got ready 
to go and find the Moglung whom the Malaki had been seeking. The 
boy knew where she lived, for he was the Moglung’s little brother 
(tabé’*). He took the bamboo ladder that formed the steps to the house, 
and placed it so that it would reach the Shrine in the Sky, whither the 
Moglung had gone. Up the bamboo rounds he climbed, until he 
reached the sky and found his sister. He ran to her crying, “Quick! 
come with me! The great Malaki T’oluk Waig is down there.” 


1 The “small boy” of the ancient tales (ulit), who in some magical manner becomes 


great. 
2 See footnote 4, p. 26. 3 See footnote 2, p. 20. 
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Then the Moglung came down from heaven with her little brother 
to their house where the Malaki was waiting for her. The Moglung 
and the Malaki were very happy to meet again, and they slept together 
that night. 

Next day the Moglung had a talk with the Malaki, and said, “Now 
I want to live with you; but you remember that other woman, Maguay 
Bulol, that you used to sleep with. You will want her too, and you 
had better send for her.” 

So the Malaki summoned Maguay Bulol, and in a few minutes 
Maguay Bulol was there. Then the Malaki had two wives, and they 
all lived in the same house forever. 


6. THE TUGLAY AND THE BIA 


Long ago, in the days of the Mona, the Tuglay lived on a high 
mountain. He lived very well, for his cocoanut-trees grew on both 
sides of the mountain. But he had no hemp-plants, and so he had 
to make his clothes of the soft dry sheath that covers the trunk of the 
cocoanut-palm (bdnzt). This stuff caught fire easily, and many a 
time his clothes ignited from the flame where his dinner was cooking, 
and then he would have to make fresh garments from biniit. 

One day he looked from his house over the neighboring mountains, 
and saw the village of Koblun. He thought it looked pretty in the 
distance. Then he looked in another direction, and saw the town of 
the Malaki Tuangun, and said, “Ah! that is just as nice looking as the 
Koblun town. I will go and see the town of the Malaki Tuangun.” 

Immediately he got ready for the journey. He took his spear (that 
was only half a spear, because the fire had burned off a part of the 
handle) and his shield, that was likewise only half a shield. He started 
out, and walked on and on until he reached the mountains called 
“ Pabungan Mangumbiten.” 

Now, on another mountain there lived a young man named the 
Malaki Itanawa, with his little sister. They lived alone together, for 
they were orphans. The young girl said to her brother, “Let us 
travel over the mountains to-day.” 

And the boy answered, “‘ Yes, my sister, we will go.” 

And the two climbed over the hills, and they reached the Pabungan 
Mangumbiten soon after the Tuglay. And they were astonished to 
see the great Tuglay. But when the Tuglay saw the young girl, who 
was named Bia Itanawa Inelu,' he was so bewildered and startled that he 
turned away his eyes, and could not look at the sister and brother. 

Then the girl prepared a betel-nut and offered it to the Tuglay, 
but he did not like to accept it. But when she had pressed it upon 
him many times, he took the betel and chewed it. 


1 Bia, “lady; inelu, ‘‘ orphan,”” — the orphan lady Itanawa. 
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Then the girl said, ‘Come with my brother and me to my house, 
for we have no companion.” 

But when the girl saw the Tuglay hesitate, she asked him, “‘ Where 
were you going when we met you?” 

The Tuglay answered, ‘I want to go to the town of the Malaki 
Tuangun, for to my home has come the word that the Malaki is a 
mighty man, and his sister a great lady.” 

Then the girl looked at the Tuglay, and said, “‘If you want to make 
ready to go to the Malaki Tuangun’s town, you ought to put on your 
good trousers and a nice jacket.” 

At that, the Tuglay looked mournful; for he was a poor man, and 
had no fine clothes. Then, when the girl saw how the case stood, she 
called for beautiful things, such as a malaki wears, — fine hemp trou- 
sers, beaded jacket, good war-shield and brass-bound spear, ear-plugs 
of pure ivory, and eight necklaces of beads and gold. Straight- 
way at the summons of the Bia, all the fine things appeared; and the 
Tuglay got ready to go away. Hewasnolonger the poor Tuglay. His 
mame was now the Malaki Dugdag Lobis Maginsulu. Like two big 
moons, his ivory ear-plugs shone; when he moved his shield, flames of 
living fire shot from it; and when he held up his spear, the day would 
grow dark, because he was a brave man. His new clothes he sent! 
upon the swift wind to the Malaki Tuangun’s town. 

When the Tuglay started, the Bia gave him her own brass betel-box 
(katakia*) to take with him. It was a katakia that made sounds, and 
was called a “screaming katakia.” 

“May I eat the betel-nut from your box?” asked the man; and she 
replied, ‘Yes, but do not throw away the other things in the box.” 

The Malaki Dugdag Lobis Maginsulu walked on until he reached 
the town of the Malaki Tuangun, and sat down on the ground ® before 
the house. The Malaki Tuangun was a great brass-smith: he made 
katakia and other objects of brass, and hence was called the Malaki 
Tuangun Katakia. As soon as he heard the other malaki call from 
outside, “May I come up into your house?” he sent down eight of his 
slaves to look and see who wanted to visit him. 

And the eight slaves brought word to their master that the Malaki 
Dugdag Lobis Maginsulu waited to enter. 

1 When a Bagobo makes an expedition over the mountains to attend a fiesta, he wears 
his old clothes, and carries his elaborately ornamented garments in the bag on his back. 
On nearing the end of the journey, he goes behind a tree, or into the jungle, and puts on his 
fine clothes. 

2 A box with three compartments, — for betel-nut, buyo-leaf, and calcined shell, — 
cast in brass or bell-metal from a wax mould. This type has rectangular surfaces, and 
is to be distinguished from the kapulan, a type marked by its circular, or elliptical, or 
polygonal top and base. 


* It is the custom of the natives to wait for the host to say, ‘‘Come up,” before mounting 
the ladder or notched log leading to the door. 
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Then the Malaki Tuangun Katakia called to his visitor, “Come 
up, if you can keep from bringing on a fight, because there are many 
showers in my town.’’! 

Then the other malaki went up the steps into the house, and the 
Malaki Tuangun said to him, “You shall have a good place to sit 
in my house, — a place where nobody ever sat before.” 

Then the Malaki Tuangun prepared a betel-nut for his guest. But 
the Malaki Dugdag Lobis Maginsulu would not take the betel-nut from 
him. So the Malaki Tuangun called his sister, who was called Bia 
Tuangun Katakia, and said to her, ‘You go outside and prepare a 
betel-nut for the Malaki.” 

As soon as the Bia had finished preparing the betel, she took the 
(screaming?) katakia from the Malaki, and set it on the floor. Then 
the Malaki Dugdag Lobis Maginsulu took the betel-nut from the 
lady. When he had finished chewing it, he stood up and went to the 
place where the Bia Tuangun Katakia was sitting, and he lay down 
beside her, and said, ‘Come, put away your work, and comb my 
hair.” 

“No, I don’t like to comb your hair,”’ she replied. 

The Malaki was displeased at this retort, so at last the woman agreed 
to comb his hair, for she did not want to see the Malaki angry. By 
and by the Malaki felt sleepy while his hair was being combed; and he 
said to the Bia, ‘Do not wake me up.” 

He fell asleep, and did not waken until the next day. Then he 
married the Bia Tuangun Katakia. 

After they had been married for three months, the Bia said to the 
Malaki, ‘‘The best man I know is the Manigthum. He was my first 
husband.” 

But the Manigthum had left home, and had gone off to do some big 
fighting. He killed the Malaki Taglapida Pabungan,? and he killed 
the Malaki Lindig Ramut ka Langit.’ 

After the Manigthum had slain these great men, he came back to 
the home of his wife. When he came near the house he saw, lying 
down on the ground under the kinarum-tree,* the things that he had 
given his wife before he went away, — pendants of pearl, bracelets 


1The reference here is a little ambiguous. It is suggested that a transposition of 
clauses may throw light on the meaning. Transposed and expanded, the invitation 
would read thus: ‘Come up into the house for shelter, since there are many showers in 
my town. Come up, provided you can keep from bringing on a fight.” 

2 The good man [of the] Folded Mountains (taglapida, ‘‘folded;"” pabungan, “‘moun- 
tains’’). 

Lindig, border;"’ ramut, “ root;’’ ka, preposition “ langit, “sky.” 

‘ A low-growing tree yielding a black dye, which for a very long time has been used 
by women to color hemp. 
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and leglets of brass, gold necklaces (kamagi'), hair-ornaments of dyed 
goats’-hair and birds’-down, finger-rings, and leg-bands of twisted 
wire hung with bells. As he looked at the beautiful ornaments all 
thrown on the ground, he heard the voice of the Malaki Dugdag 
Lobis Manginsulu calling to him, “‘Do not come up, because your wife 
is mine.” 

Then the two malaki went to fighting with sword and spear. After 
a sharp fight, the Manigthum was killed, and the Malaki Dugdag Lobis 
Maginsulu had the Bia for his wife. 


7. THE MALAKI’S SISTER AND THE BASOLO 


There is a certain mountain that has a sharp, long crest like a 
kampilan. Up on this mountain stretched many fields of hemp, and 
groves of cocoanut-palms, that belonged to the Malaki and his sister. 

Near to these hemp-fields lived the Basolo-man, under a tall bara- 
yung-tree. His little house was full of venison and pig-meat and 
lard, and he kept a dog to hunt pigs and deer. Although his hut 
looked small and poor, the Basolo possessed treasures of brass and 
beads and fine textiles. He had a kabir,? from which darted forked 
lightning; and in the bag was a betel-box and a necklace of pure gold. 

One day when the Malaki’s sister went to look at her hemp, she 
felt curious to go inside the Basolo’s house. The Basolo was lying 
on the floor, fast asleep, when the woman entered. She looked at 
the things in the house, and saw hanging on the wall the Basolo’s 
bag with the lightning playing on it. Now the bag was an old one, 
and had a lot of mud in it; but the woman thought it must be full 
of gold, because the lightning never ceased to flash from it. So she 
crept across the floor, and took the bag from off the end of the bamboo 
slat on which it hung. Still the Basolo slept, and still the lightning 
continued to play upon the bag. The woman looked inside the bag 
and saw a fine gold betel-box, and when she lifted the lid, there in the 
box lay a necklace of pure gold. Swiftly she closed the box, and 
stealthily drew it out of the bag. Into the folds of her hemp skirt 
she slipped the precious box with the gold necklace inside, and very 
quietly ran down the bamboo ladder at the house-door. 

When she got home, her brother smiled, and said to her, ‘‘ What has 
happened to you, my sister?” 

Bright flashes of lightning seemed to be coming from the girl. She 
looked almost asif she were made of gold, and the lightning could not 
escape from her. Then she took out the betel-box and the necklace, 

1 A bead necklace, the most highly valued of all Bagobo ornaments. One section is a 
gold or silver cord, several inches long, made of small over-lapping scales of the precious 
metal. The necklace is thought to be of Moro manufacture, and is valued by the Bagobo 


at from one to four agongs. 
2 See footnote 4, p. 32. 


al 
B 
k 
a 
i 
f 
1 


Bagobo Myths 39 


and showed them to her brother, saying that she had found them in the 
Basolo’s hut. 

The Basolo awoke, and found his brass katakia and his fine necklace 
gone. 

“Who has been here?” he cried. 

In a frenzy he hunted through his kabir, throwing out of it his old 
work-knife and his rusty spear-head and all the poor things that he 
kept in his bag. Then he began to moan and weep for his betel-box 
and gold necklace. 

By and by he started out to find his lost things. In the soft soil 
close to the house, he found the footprints of the woman; and, follow- 
ing the prints, he traced her to the Malaki’s house. Right there the 
footprints ended. The Basolo stood at the foot of the steps, and 
called, ‘‘Who has been in my house?” 

Then he ran up the ladder and rushed into the house, screaming to 
the Malaki’s sister, ‘‘Give me back my gold necklace! If you don’t 
give it back, I’ll marry you.” 

Quick came the woman’s answer, “I don’t like you, and I will not 
marry you.” 

But her brother was angry because she refused to marry the Basolo. 

At last she agreed to the match, and said to the Basolo, “Yes, I 
will marry you; but I can’t let you live in my house. You must stay 
in your own house over yonder.” 

So the Basolo and the Malaki’s sister agreed to meet and try! each 
other (talabana). ‘Then the Basolo went home. 

Not long after this, there came a day when many men went out to 
hunt the wild pig and the deer. And from her house the woman 
heard the sound of many men gathering in the meadow. There were 
Malaki T’oluk Waig and other malaki, who were there ready for the 
chase. And the girl thought, ‘I will go out and see the men.” 

Immediately she hurried to dress herself carefully. She put on nine 
waists one over another, and similarly nine skirts (panapisan); and 
then she girded herself with a chain of brass links that went a thousand 
times round her waist. Over her left shoulder she hung her small 
beaded basket (kambol) that was decorated with row upon row of 
little tinkling bells, a million in all, and each bell as round as a pea. 

But the Basolo knew that the girl was dressing to go out, and he was 
angry that she should want to go where there were so many men 
gathered. In order to keep watch on her movements, he climbed up 
into a hiding-place behind the great leaves of an areca-palm,? and 
waited. Presently he saw the woman walking to the meadow. And 
she staid there just one night. But the Malaki was alarmed when he 


1 A trial-marriage before the Bagobo ceremony is not uncommon. 
2 The tree that bears betel-nuts, and is commonly called “‘ betel-nut tree.” 
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found that his sister had gone out to see the men. And after he had > 
taken off his clothes, he began to put them on again to follow his sister. 

Then, when the girl’s brother and all the other malaki had assembled 
in the meadow, the Basolo came down from the tree and went home. 
When he got into his house, he took off his coat, and became a Malaki 
T’oluk Waig. His body shone like the sun (you could hardly look at 
him), and all his garments were of gold. He had on nine jackets, one 
over another, and nine pairs of trousers. Then he called for his horse, 
whose name was Kambeng Diluk;! and Kambeng neighed into the air, 
and waited, prancing, before the house. Soon the Malaki T’oluk Waig 
mounted his horse, and sitting on a saddle of mirrored glass, he rode 
toward the meadow. Then Kambeng Diluk began to run, just like the 
wind. 

When they reached the meadow, there were many people there. The 
Malaki’s wife was sitting on the grass, with men grouped around her, 
and she was laughing with them. But she did not recognize her 
husband when he came riding up. After everybody had arrived, 
they set fire to the long grass, and burned off the meadow, so as to 
bring the wild pigs and the deer out of ambush. Then many men 
entered the chase and ran their horses; but none could catch the deer 
or the wild boar, except only the great Malaki, who had been the 
Basolo: he alone speared much game. 

When the burning of the meadow and the hunt were finished, many 
men wanted to marry the Malaki T’oluk Waig’s wife, and many of them 
embraced her. But the Malaki T’oluk Waig stood up, fierce with 
passion. His body was almost like a flame to look at. And he fought 
the other malaki, and killed many, until at last all were dead but one, 
and that was the woman’s brother. 

When ali was done, the Malaki mounted his horse and rode back to 
his home. His house was all of gold, and yet it looked just like a mean 
little hut nestled under the barayung-tree. Then the Malaki picked 
up his coat and put it on: at once he became a Basolo again. He then 
went over. to the woman’s house and waited there for her to come 
back. By and by she came loitering along, crying all the way, because 
she was afraid to meet her husband. But the Basolo staid right along 
in the house, and lived with the woman and her brother. Then, 
after they had tried each other, they were married with Bagobo 
ceremony. The Basolo took off his coat, and again became a Malaki 
T’oluk Waig. They lived well in their house, and they had a big 
hacienda of hemp and cocoanuts and banana-plants. 

1 Possibly a form of kambin (‘‘ goat"); diluk (‘‘little’’); i.e., “little goat,’ a name that 
would be selected readily by a Bagobo for a fleet horse. 
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8. THE MONA! 


When the Mona lived on the earth, there was a certain man who said 
to his wife, ‘I want to go out and make some traps.” 

So that day he. went out and made about thirty traps, of sticks with 
nooses attached, to snare jungle-fowl. His work finished, he returned 
home. Next day he went out to look at his traps, but found that he 
had caught, not a wild chicken, but a big lizard (falas?) with pretty 
figured patterns on its back. The man said to the lizard, ‘“‘Halloo!” 

Then he released the lizard, and gave him his own carrying-bag 
and work-knife, and told him to go straight to his house. But the 
lizard was afraid to go to the man’s house, for he suspected that the 
man wanted to make a meal of him. Instead, he ran up a tree, taking 
with him the knife and the bag. The tree overhung a clear brook, and 
the lizard could see his reflection (alung*) in the water. 

No fowl could the man snare that day, and he went home. As soon 
as he reached the house, he said to his wife, “ Are you all done cleaning 
that lizard?” 

“What lizard are you talking about?”’ returned the woman. ‘There’s 
no lizard here.” 

“T sent one here,” insisted the man, ‘‘and I’m hungry.” 

“We have no lizard,” repeated his wife. 

In a hot temper the man went back to his traps, and there saw the 
tracks of the lizard, leading, not towards his house, but exactly in the 
opposite direction. Following the tracks, he reached the brook, and 
at once caught sight of the lizard’s reflection in the water. Immedi- 
ately the man jumped into the water, grasping for the image of the 
slippery lizard; but he had to jump out again with empty hands. He 
tried again. Hour after hour he kept on jumping, until he got so 
wet and cold that he had to give it up and go home. 

“The lizard is right over there in the brook,” he told his wife; 
“but I could not get hold of him.” 

“T’ll go and look at him with you,” she said. 

So together they reached the brook; and the woman glanced first 
into the water, and then up into the tree. 

“You foolish man,” she smiled. ‘Look in the tree for your lizard. 
That’s just his shadow (alung*) in the water.” 

The man looked up, and saw the lizard in the tree. Then he started 
to climb up the trunk, but found himself so chilled and stiff from 
jumping into the water, that he kept slipping down whenever he tried 
to climb. ‘Then the woman took her turn, and got part way up the 

1 See footnote 2, p. 16. 

2 One of the Agamide. 

* The same word is used for the reflection in the water and for the shadow cast on the 
ground, since both phenomena are regarded as manifestations of the same spirit (gimokud). 
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tree. The man looked up at his wife, and noticed that she had sores 
on parts of her body where she could not see them, and he called to her, 
“Come down! don’t climb any higher; you’ve got sores.’”’ So she 
climbed down. 

Then her husband wanted to get some medicine out of his bag to 
give her for the sores; but the lizard had his bag. 

“Throw down my bag and knife to me!” he shouted up to the 
lizard, “‘ because I must get busy about fixing medicine for my wife.” 

And the lizard threw down to him his knife and his bag. 

As soon as they got home, the man made some medicine for his 
wife; but the sores did not heal. Then he went to his friend Tuglay 
and said, “‘What is the medicine for my wife?” 

Tuglay went home with the man; and when they reached the house, 
he told him what he was about todo. ‘‘Look!” said the Tuglay. 

Then the man looked, and saw the Tuglay go to his wife and consort 
with her. 

And the husband let him do it, for he said to himself, ‘‘That is the 
medicine for my wife.” 

When the Tuglay was done with the woman, he said, “Go now to 
your wife.” 

Then the man went to her, and said, ‘‘ This is the best of all.” 

After that, the man cared for nothing except to be with his wife. 
He did not even care to eat. He threw out of the house all the food 


they had, — the rice, the sugarcane, the bananas, and all of their 
other things. He threw them far away. But after they had taken 
no food for several days, the man and the woman began to grow thin 
and weak. Still they did not try to get food, because they wanted only 
to gratify their passion! for each other. At last both of them got 
very skinny, and finally they died. 


III. FOLK-LORE OF THE BUSO 
I. HOW TO SEE THE BUSO 


The Buso live in the great branching trees and in the graveyard. 
The night after a person has been buried, the Buso dig up the body 
with their claws, and drink all the blood, and eat the flesh. The bones 
they leave, after eating all the flesh off from them. If you should 
go to the graveyard at night, you would hear a great noise. It is the 
sound of all the Buso talking together as they sit around on the 
ground, with their children playing around them. You cannot see 
the Buso; but if you do get a glimpse of one of them, it is only for a 
few minutes. He looks like a shadow. 

In the beginning, everybody could see the Buso, because then the 


1 The Mona were aged people, without sexual passions; hence this episode presents a 
» situation out of the ordinary. 
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Buso and the people were friendly together. Nobody died in those 
days, for the Buso helped the men, and kept them from dying. But 
many years ago the Buso and man had a quarrel, and after that nobody 
could see the Buso any more. 

Now, there is one way to see Buso; but a man must be very 
brave to do it. While the coffin fora dead man is being made, if you 
cut some chips from it and carry them to the place where the tree 
was felled for the box, and lay the chips on the stump from which the 
wood was cut, and then go again on the night of the funeral to the same 
place, you will see Buso. Stand near the stump, and you will see 
passing before you (1) a swarm of fireflies; (2) the intestines of the 
dead person; (3) many heads of the dead person; (4) many arms of 
the dead person; (5) many legs of the dead person; (6) the entire body 
passing before you; (7) shadows flitting before you; and finally (8) ~ 
the Buso. But no one yet has been brave enough to try it. 

“But one thing I did when my uncle died,” said my boy informant. 
“T chipped a piece of wood from the coffin, and tied it to a long string, 
like a fly to a fish-hook. This I let down between the slats of the 
floor, as I stood in the room where the dead body lay, and I held the 
line dangling. As a fish catches at the bait, so Buso seized that bit 
of wood, and for about two minutes I could feel him pulling at it from 
under the house. Then I drew up the string with the wood. Buso 
was there under the house, and smelt the chip from the coffin.” 


2. BUSO AND THE WOMAN 


In a little house there lived a man and his wife together. One 
night, after they had been married for a long time, the man told his 
wife that he would like to go fishing. 

“Oh, yes! my husband,” said the woman eagerly. ‘‘Go, and bring 
me some nice fish to-morrow, so that we can have a good meal.” 

The man went out that same night to fish. And his wife was left 
alone in the house. oe 

In the night, while her husband was away, the Buso came, and tried 
to pass himself off as her husband, saying, “You see I am back. I 
got no fish, because I was afraid in the river.”” Then the Buso-man 
made a great fire, and sat down by it. 

But the woman did not believe that it was her husband. So she 
hid her comb in a place on the floor, and she said to her comb, “If the 
Buso calls me, do you answer. Tell him that I have run away 
because I have great fear of the Buso.” 

Then, when the Buso called, the Comb answered just as the woman 
had told it. By and by the Buso went away. In the morning, the 
man came back from fishing, because daylight had come. And he had 
a fine catch of fish. Then the woman told him all that had happened, 
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and the man never again let his wife sleep alone in the house. After | 
that, everything went well; for Buso was afraid of the man, and never 
again attempted to come there. 


3. THE BUSO’S BASKET 


Two children went out into the field to tend their rice-plants. They 
said these words to keep the little birds away from the grain: — 


“One, one, maya-bird,} 
Yonder in the north; 
Keep off from eating it, 
This my rice.” 

Just then they heard the sound of a voice, calling from the great 
pananag-tree,? ‘‘Wait a minute, children, until I make a basket for 
you.” 

‘“‘What is that?” said the boy to his sister. 

“Oh, nothing!” answered the little girl. “It’s the sound of 
something.” 

Then the children called to their father and mother; but only from 
the pananag-tree the answer came, “Just wait till I finish this basket 
to hold you in.” 

Down, then, from the tree came the great Buso, with a big, deep 
basket (such as women carry bananas and camotes* in) hanging from his 
shoulders. The frightened children did not dare to run away; and 
Buso sat down near by in the little hut where the rice was kept. 
Soon he said to the children, ‘‘ Please comb out my nice hair.” 

But, when they tried to comb his hair, they found it swarming with 
big lice and worms. 

“Well, let’s go on now,” said the Buso. Then he stuffed the children 
into his deep burden-basket, and swung the basket upon his back. 

On the instant the little girl screamed out, ‘‘Wait a minute, Buso! 
I’ve dropped my comb. Let me down to pick it up.” 

So the Buso sat down on the ground, and let the girl climb out of the 
basket. He sat waiting for her to find her comb; but all the time she 
was picking up big stones, and putting them into the basket. Her 
brother got out of the basket too, and then both girl and boy climbed 
up into a tall betel-nut tree,‘ leaving Buso with a basket full of stones 
on his back. 

Up to his house in the pananag-tree went Buso with the heavy 
basket. When his wife saw him, she laughed and shouted very loud. 

1 A small bird that steals grain from the growing corn and rice. A clapper of split 
bamboo is sometimes made to scare away the maya. 

2 One of the thick-branching trees haunted by demons. 

* A native sweet-potato. The Bagobo name is kasila. 

4 See footnote 2, p. 39. 
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She was glad, because she thought there was a man in the basket, all 
ready to eat. But, when Buso slipped the basket down from his 
shoulders, there was no human flesh in it, but only big stones. 

Then the angry Buso hurried back to look for the two children. At 
last he caught sight of them far up in the betel-nut tree, and wondered 
how he could get them. Now, at the foot of the tree there was a 
growth of the wild plant called ‘‘ bagkang;”’ and Buso said words to 
make the bagkang grow faster and taller: — 

“Tubu, tubu, bagkang, 
Grow, grow, bagkang, 


Baba, baba mamaa’n.’’! 
Handle, handle, betel-nut. 
But the children, in their turn, said: — 


“Tubu, tubu, mamaa’n, 
Grow, grow, betel-nut, 


Baba, baba bagkang.”’ 
Handle, handle, bagkang. 
By and by, when the bagkang-stems had grown so tall as almost to 
reach the clusters of betel-nuts at the top of the trunk, the boy and 
girl said to each other. ‘‘Let us pick betel-nuts, and throw them down 


on the bagkang.”’ 

And as soon as they began to pick, the betel-nuts became so big 
and heavy that the bagkang-plants fell down when the betel-nuts 
dropped on them. 

Then the Buso went away; and the children climbed down in 
haste, ran home, and told their mother and father how the Buso had 
tried to carry them off. 


4. THE BUSO-CHILD 


Datu Ayo was a great man among the Bagobo, well known through- 
out the mountain-country for his bravery and his riches. He had 
gathered in his house many products of Bagobo workmanship in 
textiles and brass and fine weapons. At his death, human sacrifices 
of slaves were offered up for him. It was not many years ago that he 
went down to the great city of the dead, and many of his children and 
grandchildren are living now. His sons like to think about their 
father’s renown; and, as a reminder, the eldest son, Kawayun, always 

1 Buso is saying a charm to make the stem of the bagkang-plant grow tall enough to 
form a handle for the betel-nut tree, so that the children may be dragged down (tubu, 
“grow;” baba, “‘rattan strap forming the basket-handle;’’ mamda’n, “‘betel-nut"’). The 
children, for their part, say other magic words to make the tree grow at an equally rapid 
rate, so that its branches may swing above the bagkang as a handle for it. The Buso’s 
formula appears to have been the more effective of the two charms in producing a magically 
rapid growth. 
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kept in his medicine-case two of the incisor teeth of the great Ayo, 
until he needed money, and sold the medicine-case with its contents, 
It had made Kawayun happy to look at his father’s teeth. 

When Datu Ayo died, his wife was about to become a mother. 
Now, the Bagobo women know that, when they become pregnant, 
they must be very careful to protect themselves from the evil Buso. 
On going to bed at night, an expectant mother places near her the 
woman’s knife (gulat), the kampilan,' and all the other knives, to 
frighten Buso away. Failing this, the Buso will come to the woman 
while she sleeps, and change her baby into a Buso-child. One night, 
the wife of Datu Ayo lay down to sleep without putting any knives 
near her; and that very night the Buso came, and he transformed 
her child into a Buso-child. She did not know when he came, nor 
did she even think that a Buso had been near her, until her baby 
was born. 

Everybody around the woman at the birth saw that something 
was the matter with the child. It was little and frail, and as weak 
as threads of cotton. Its body was flat, and its legs and arms were 
helpless and flabby. Then all the men said, ‘That is a Buso-child.” 

As the little boy grew old enough to creep, he moved just like a 
fish, with a sort of wriggling motion. He could not stand on his feet, 
for his legs were too weak to support his body; and he could not sit 
down,. but only lie flat. He could never be dressed in umpak? and 
saroa'r,’ and his body remained small and puny. 

Now the boy is more than fourteen years old, but he cannot walk a 
step. He understands very well what is said to him, and he can talk, 
though not distinctly. When he hears it said that somebody is dead, 
he breaks into laughter, and keeps on laughing. This trait alone 
would stamp him as a Buso-child. 


5. THE BUSO-MONKEY 


One day a man went out, carrying seventeen arrows, to hunt mon- 
keys; but he found none. Next day he went again, and, as he walked 
along on the slope of the mountain called Malagii’san, he heard the 
sound of the chattering of monkeys in the trees. Looking up, he 
saw the great monkey sitting on an aluma’yag-tree. He took a shot 
at the monkey, but his arrow missed aim; and the next time he had 
no better luck. Twice eight he tried it; but he never hit the mark. 
The monkey seemed to lead a charmed life. Finally he took his 
seventeenth and last arrow, and brought down his game; the monkey 
fell down dead. But a voice came from the monkey’s body that said, 
“You must carry me.” 


1 See footnote I, p. 18. 2 See footnote 2, p. 30. 3 See footnote 1, p. 30. 


qi 
on 
rig! 
voi 
me 
( 
lie 
on 
the 
in. 
th 
la: 
on 
ju 
or 
cc 
fo 
hi 
b 
fe 
c 
t 

t 

h 

I 

‘ 


Bagobo Myths 47 


So the man picked up the monkey, and started to go back home; but 
on the way the monkey said, “‘ You are to make a fire, and eat me up 
right here.” 

Then the man laid the monkey on the ground. Again came the 
voice, ‘“‘ You will find a bamboo to put me in; by and by you shall eat 


lie on the ground, where he had dropped it. 

He walked on until he reached a forest of bamboo. There, swinging 
on a branch of the Jaya, was a karirik-bird. And the bird chirped to 
the man, ‘‘ Where are you going?” 

The man answered, “I am looking for bamboo to put the monkey 
in.” 

But the karirik-bird exclaimed, “‘Run away, quick! for by and by 
the monkey will become a buso. I will wait here, and be cutting the 
laya; then, when the monkey calls you, I will answer him.” 

In the mean time the monkey had become a great buso. He had 
only one eye, and that stood right in the middle of his forehead, looking 
just like the big bowl called Jangungan (the very bad buso have only 
one eye; some have only one leg). 

After the Buso-monkey had waited many hours for the man to 
come back, he started out to look for him. When he reached the 
forest of laya, he called to the man, ‘“‘Where are you?” 

Then the karirik-bird answered from the tree, ‘Here I am, right 
here, cutting the bamboo.” 

But the man had run away, because the bird had sent him off, and 
made him run very fast. 

As soon as the bird had answered the Buso, it flew off to another 
bamboo-tree, and there the Buso spied it, and knew that he had been 
fooled; and he said, “It’s a man I want; you’re just a bird. I don’t 
care for you.” 

Directly then the Buso began to smell around the ground where 
the man had started to run up the mountain-side, and, as quick as he 
caught the scent, he trailed the man. He ran and ran, and all the 
time the man was running too; but soon the Buso began to gain on 
him. After a while, when the Buso had come close upon him, the 
man tried to look for some covert. He reached a big rock, and cried 
out, ‘O rock! will you give me shelter when the Buso tries to eat me?”’ 

“No,” replied the rock; ‘‘ for, if I should help you, the Buso would 
break me off and throw me away.” 

Then the man ran on; and the Buso came nearer and nearer, 
searching behind every rock as he rushed along, and spying up into 
every tree, to see if, perchance, the man were concealed there. 

At last the man came to the lemon-tree called kabayawa, that has 


me.” 
Off went the man to find the bamboo called Jaya, letting the monkey 
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long, sharp thorns on its branches. And the man cried out to the 
lemon-tree, ‘Could you protect me, if I were to hide among your leaves 
and flowers?” 

Instantly the lemon-tree answered, ‘Come right up, if you want to.” 

Then the man climbed the tree, and concealed himself in the 
branches, among the flowers. Very soon the Buso came under the 
lemon-tree, and shouted to it, ‘I smell a man here. You are hiding 
him.” 

The Kabayawa said, “Sure enough, here’s a man! You just 
climb up and get him.” 

Then the Buso began to scramble up the tree; but as he climbed, 
the thorns stuck their sharp pointsinto him. The higher he climbed, 
the longer and sharper grew the thorns of the tree, piercing and 
tearing, until they killed the Buso. 

It is because the monkey sometimes turns into a Buso that many 
Bagobo refuse to eat monkey. But some of the mountain Bagobo 
eat monkey to keep off sores. 


6. HOW THE MOON TRICKS THE BUSO! 


The Moon is a great liar. One night long ago, the Buso looked over 
the earth and could not discover any people, because everybody was 
asleep. Then Buso went to the Moon, and asked her where all the 
people were to be found. 

“Oh, you will not find a living person on the earth!” replied the 
Moon. ‘Everybody in the world is dead.” 

“Good!” thought Buso. ‘‘To-morrow I shall have a fine meal of 
them.” 

Buso never eats living flesh, only dead bodies. 

Next morning, Buso started for the graveyard; but on the way he 
met the Sun, and stopped to speak to him. 

“How about the men on earth?” he questioned. 

“They’re all right,” said the Sun. ‘“‘ All the people are working and 
playing and cooking rice.” 

The Buso was furious to find himself tricked. That night he went 
again to the Moon and asked for the men, and, as before, the Moon 
assured him that everybody was dead. But the next morning the 
Sun showed him all the people going about their work as usual. 
Thus the Buso has been fooled over and over again. The Moon tells 
him every night the same story. 


7. THE BUSO AND THE CAT 
The cat is the best animal. She keeps us from the Buso. One 
night the Buso came into the house, and said to the cat, ‘“‘I should like 
to eat your mistress.” 
1 See footnote, p. 25. 
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“T will let you do it,” replied the cat; “ but first you must count all 
the hairs of my coat.” 

So the Buso began to count. But while he was counting, the cat 
kept wriggling her tail, and sticking up her back. That made her fur 
stand up on end, so that the Buso kept losing count, and never knew 
where he left off. And while the Buso was still trying to count the 
cat’s hairs, daylight came. 

This is one reason why we must not kill the cat. If a Bagobo should 
kill a cat, it would make him very sick. He would get skinny, and 
die. Some Bagobo have been known to kill the cat; but they always 
got sick afterwards. 


8. HOW A DOG SCARED THE BUSO 


The Tigbanua’ are the worst of all the Buso; they want to be eating 
human flesh all the time. They live in great forests, — in the pananag- 
tree, in the magbo-tree, in the baliti-tree, and in the liwaan-tree. 

One day a man went out to hunt, and he took his dog with him. On 
his way to the woods, he speared a very little pig. By the time he 
reached the great forest, night had come. He made a little shelter, 
and kindled a fire. Then he cleaned the pig and cut it into pieces, 
and tied three sticks of wood together, and placed them on two upright 
pieces of wood stuck in the ground. On this paga he laid the pig-meat 
to broil over the flames. 

By and by he got very sleepy, and thought he would go under the 
shelter and take a nap. But just then he heard voices up in the big 
trees. He listened, and heard the Tigbanua’ talking to one another. 

The Tigbanua’ that lives in the liwaan-tree called out to the Tig- 
banua’ that lives in the pananag-tree, ‘‘The mighty chief of all the 
Tigbanua’, who lives in the sigmit-tree, gives this command to his 
people: ‘Don’t make fun of the man, because he has been here many 
times before.’ ’’ 

And right there, under the trees, the man, standing by his dog, was 
listening to the talk of the Buso. The dog was sleeping near the fire, 
and he was as big as the calf of a carabao. Very quietly his master 
spread his own sleeping-tunic (kisi) over the dog, and crept away, 
leaving him asleep in the warm place. The man hid in the shelter, 
and waited. 

Presently many of the Tigbanua’ began coming down from the trees, 
for some of them did not give obedience (paminug) to their Datu. 
They gathered around the fire, and sat down. By and by, as they sat 
near the fire, the penis (tapo) of every one of the Tigbanua’ began to grow 
bigger and bigger (/anag-lanag). All at once, the Tigbanua’ caught 
sight of the tunic spread out, and showing the form of a huge head 
and body under it. They all thought it was the man; and they rushed 
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up to it, and hugged it. But the dog woke up, jumped out from under 
the tunic, and bit the Tigbanua’. Then they all ran. One of them 
climbed up the tree to his own house, the dog holding on to his leg, 
and biting him all the time. But when they were halfway up the 
tree, the dog fell down and got hurt. And the Tigbanua’ called down 
to the dog, ‘Swell up, swell up!” (“‘Pigsa, pigsa!’’) 

All the other Tigbanua’ were afraid of the big dog, and ranaway. So 
the man slept well all night, because the Buso could not hurt him now, 


9g. STORY OF DULING AND THE TAGAMALING 


Before the world was made, there were Tagamaling. The Taga- 
maling is the best Buso, because he does not want to hurt man all of 
the time. Tagamaling is actually Buso only a part of the time; that 
is, the month when he eats people. One month he eats human flesh, 
and then he is Buso; the next month he eats no human flesh, and then 
he is a god. So he alternates, month by month. The month he is 
Buso, he wants to eat man during the dark of the moon; that is, 
between the phases that the moon is full in the east and new in the 
west. 

The other class of Buso, however, wants human flesh all of the time. 
They are the Tigbanua’, the chief of whom is Datu of all the Buso. A 
Tigbanua’ lives in his own house, and goes out only to eat the bodies of 
the dead. 

The Tagamaling makes his house in trees that have hard wood, and 
low, broad-spreading branches. His house is almost like gold, and is 
called ‘‘ Palimbing,”’ but it is made so that you cannot see it; and, when 
you pass by, you think, ‘Oh! what a fine tree with big branches,” not 
dreaming that it is the house of a Tagamaling. Sometimes, when you 
walk in the forest, you think you see one of their houses; but when you 
come near to the place, there is nothing. Yet you can smell the good 
things to eat in the house. 

Once a young man named Duling, and his younger brother, went 
out into the woods to trap wild chickens. Duling had on his back a 
basket holding a decoy cock, together with the snares of running- 
nooses and all the parts of the trap. While they were looking for a 
good spot to drive in the stakes for the snare, they heard the voice of 
Tagamaling in the trees, saying, ‘‘Duling, Duling, come in! My 
mother is making a little fiesta here.” 

The boys looked up, and could see the house gleaming there in the 
branches, and there were two Tagamaling-women calling to them. 
In response to the call, Duling’s younger brother went up quickly into 
the house; but Duling waited on the ground below. He wanted the 
Tagamaling-girls to come down to him, for he was enamoured (kala- 
tugan) of them. Then one girl ran down to urge Duling to come up 
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into the tree. And as soon as she came close to him, he caught her to 
his breast, and hugged her and caressed her. 

Ina moment, Duling realized that the girl was gone, and that he was 
holding in his arms a nanga-bush, full of thorns. He had thought to 
catch the girl, but, instead, sharp thorns had pricked him full of sores. 
Then from above he heard the woman’s voice, tauntingly sweet, 
“Don’t feel bad, Duling; for right here is your younger brother.” 

Yet the young man, gazing here and there, saw around him only tall 
trees, and could not catch a glimpse of the girl who mocked him. 

Immediately, Duling, as he stood there, was turned into a rock. 

But the little brother married the Tagamaling-girl. 

There is a place high up in the mountains of Mindanao, about eight 
hours’ ride west of Santa Cruz, where you may see the rock, and you 
will know at once that it is a human figure. There is Duling, with 
the trap and the decoy cock on his shoulder. You may see the cock’s 
feathers too. 

10. THE S’IRING 


The S’iring' is the ugly man that has long nails and curly hair. He 
lives in the forest trees. If a boy goes into the forest without a 
companion, the S’iring tries to carry him off. When you meet a 
Siiring, he will look like your father, or mother, or some friend; and 
he will hide his long nails behind his back, so that you cannot see them. 
It is the S’iring who makes the echo (4@’a/’d)._ When you talk in a loud 
voice, the S’iring will answer you in a faint voice, because he wants to 
get you and carry you away. 

There was once a boy who went without a companion into the forest, 
and he met a man who looked just like his own father, but it was a 
S‘iring; and the S’iring made him believe that he was his father. The 
S’iring said to the boy, ‘‘Come, you must go with me. We will shoot 
some wild birds with our bow and arrows.” 

And the boy, not doubting that he heard his father’s voice, followed 
the S’iring into the deep forest. After a while, the boy lost his memory, 
and forgot the way to his own house. The S’iring took him up on a 
high mountain, and gave him food; but the poor boy had now lost his 
mind, and he thought the food was a milleped one fathom long, or it 
seemed to him the long, slim worm called liwatt. 

So the days went on, the boy eating little, and growing thinner and 
weaker all the time. When he met any men in the forest, he grew 
frightened, and would run away. When he had been a long time in 
the forest, the S’iring called to him and said, ‘‘We will move on now.” 

So they started off again. When they reached the high bank of a 

1 The S’iring are said to appear in the likeness of some near relative of the wanderer 


in the forest (s-, prefix widely used by mountain Bagobo before an initial vowel of a proper 
hame; iring, ‘‘like’’ or ‘similar to'’). 
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deep and swift-flowing river, the S’iring scratched the boy with his 
long nails. Straightway the boy felt so tired that he could no longer 
stand on his legs, and then he dropped down into the ravine. He fell 
on the hard rocks, so that his bones were broken, and his skull split 
open. 

All this time, the mother at home was mourning for her son, and’ 
crying all day long. But soon she arranged a little shrine (tambara’) 
under the great tree, and, having placed there a white bow! with a few 
betel-nuts and some buyo-leaf as an offering for her son, she crouched 
on the ground and prayed for his life to the god in the sky. 

Now, when the S’iring heard her prayer, he took some betel-nuts, 
and went to the place where the boy’s body lay. On the parts where 
the bones were broken, he spit betel-nut, and did the same to the 
boy’s head. Immediately the boy came to life, and felt well again. 
Then the S’iring took him up, and carried him to the shrine where 
the mother was praying; but she could not see the S’iring nor her 
boy. She went home crying. 

That night, as the woman slept, she dreamed that a boy came close 
to her, and spoke about her son. ‘To-morrow morning,” he said, 
‘you must pick red peppers, and get a lemon,” and carry them to the 
shrine, and burn them in the fire.” 

Next morning, the woman hastened to gather the peppers, and get 
a lemon, and with happy face she ran to the shrine under the big tree. 
There she made a fire, and burned the lemon and the red peppers, as 
the dream had told her. And, as soon as she had done this, her son 
appeared from under the great tree. Then his mother caught him in 
her arms, and held him close, and cried for joy. 

When you lose your things, you may be sure that the S’iring has 
hidden them. What you have to do is to burn some red peppers with 
beeswax (tadu ka petiukan*), and observe carefully the direction in 
which the smoke goes. The way the smoke goes points out where your 
things are hidden, because the S’iring is afraid of the wax of bees. 
He is afraid, too, of red peppers and of lemons. 


II. HOW IRO MET THE S’IRING 


Not long ago, a young man named Iro went out, about two o’clock 
in the afternoon, to get some tobacco from one of the neighbors. Not 


1 The family altar seen in many Bagobo houses. It consists of two slim rods of bamboo 
(attached to the wall, and standing upright), split at the upper ends so as to support each a 
bowl of white crockery, in which offerings of betel-nut, brass bracelets, and other objects, 
are placed. Similar shrines are sometimes put up under trees or by a mountain-stream. 

2 Red peppers and a piece or two of lemon laid under the house are effective in keeping 
Buso away from that vicinity; and the use of the same charm here against the S’iring 
suggests that the S'iring may not be separated by a very sharp line from the Buso who 
crowd the forests. 

Tadu (‘‘wax"’), ka (preposition ‘‘of"’), petiukan (‘‘bees"’). 


fat 
sai 
we 
dis 
co 
He 
ev 
. Ci 
th 
a 
b 
d 
t 
ti 
t 
fi 
I 
h 

i 

I 

I 

I 

é 

1 


Bagobo Myths 53 


far from his house, he saw his friend Atun coming along; and Atun 
said to him, “‘I’ve got some tobacco hidden away in a place in the 
woods. Let us go and get it.” 

So they went along together. When they reached the forest, Atun 
disappeared, and Iro could not see which way he had gone. Then he 
concluded that it was not Atun, but a S’iring, whom he had met. 
He started for home, and reached there about eight o’clock in the 
evening. To his astonishment, he saw Atun sitting there in the house. 
Confused and wondering, he asked Atun, “Did you carry me away?” 

But his friend Atun laughed, and said, ‘‘Where should I carry you? 
I have not been anywhere.” 

Then Iro was convinced that a S’iring had tried to lure him into 
the forest. 

When you have a companion, the S’iring cannot hurt you. 


IV. ANIMAL STORIES: METAMORPHOSIS, EXPLANATORY TALES, 
ETC. 


I. THE KINGFISHER AND THE MALAKI 


There came a day when the kingfisher (kobug') had nothing to drink, 
and was thirsty for water. Then she walked along the bed of the 
brook, searching for a drink; but the waters of the brook were all 
dried up. 

Now, on that very day, the Maganud went up the mountain to get 
some agsam? to make leglets for himself. And when he came near 
to where the bulla grows, he stopped to urinate, and the urine 
sprinkled one of the great bulla-leaves. Then he went on up the moun- 
tain. Just then, the kingfisher came along, still looking for a moun- 
tain-stream. Quickly she caught sight of the leaf of the bulla-tree all 
sprinkled with water; but the man had gone away. Then the king- 
fisher gladly drank a few drops of the water, and washed her feathers. 
But no sooner had she quenched her thirst, and taken a bath, than 
her head began to pain her. Then she went home to her little house 
in the ground. 

Now, every day the kingfisher laid one egg, and that day she laid 
her egg as usual. But when the egg hatched out, it was no feathered 
nestling, but a baby-boy, that broke the shell. 

“Oh!” cried the frightened bird. ““‘What will become of me?” 
Then she ran off a little way from her nest, and started to fly away. 

1 This bird, often called a “‘hornbill” by foreigners in the Philippines, is probably the 
halcyon kingfisher (Ceyx euerythra) of the islands. The ground hornbill is confined to 
Africa; and the tree hornbill of the Philippines does not make its nest at the foot of trees, 
as in this story. 


2 A mountain-plant whose stem has a thin, glossy, black sheath, that is stripped off and 
used in twisting the decorative leglet called tikus. 


his 
rer 
ell 
lit 
nd ' 
et 
e, 
18 
in 
1S 
h 
n 
ir 
0 

a 
3, 

g 


54 Journal of American Folk-Lore 


But the little boy cried out, “‘Mother, mother, don’t be afraid of 
me!” 

So the kingfisher came back to her baby. And the child grew 
bigger every day. 

After a while, the boy was old enough to walk and play around, 
Then one day he went alone to the house of the Maganud, and climbed 
up the steps and looked in at the door. The Maganud was sitting 
there on the floor of his house; and the little boy ran up to him and 
hugged him, and cried for joy. But the Maganud was startled and 
dismayed; for he was a chaste malaki,! and had no children. Yet this 
boy called him “father,” and begged for ripe bananas in a very familiar 
manner. After they had talked for a little while, the Maganud went 
with the child to the home of the kingfisher. 

The kingfisher had made her nest at the foot of a great hollow tree. 
She had dug out a hole, about four feet deep, in the soft ground, and 
fixed a roof by heaping over the hole the powdered rotten bark of the 
old tree. The roof stood up just a few inches above the ground; and 
when the Maganud saw it, he thought it was a mere little heap of 
earth. Immediately, however, as he looked at the lowly nest, it 
became a fine house with walls of gold, and pillars of ivory. The 
eaves were all hung with little bells (korung-korung *); and the whole 
house was radiantly bright, for over it forked lighting played con- 
tinually. 

The kingfisher took off her feather coat, and became a lovely woman, 
and then she and the Malaki were married. They had bananas and 
cocoanut-groves, and all things, and they became rich people. 


2. THE WOMAN AND THE SQUIRREL 

One day a woman went out to find water. She had no water to 
drink, because all the streams were dried up. As she went along, she 
saw some water in a leaf. She drank it, and washed her body. As 
soon as she had drunk the water, her head began to hurt. Then she 
went home, spread out a mat, lay down on it, and went to sleep. 
She slept for nine days. When she woke up, she took a comb and 
combed her hair. As she combed it, a squirrel-baby came out from 
her hair. After the baby had been in the house one week, it began to 
grow and jump about. It staid up under the roof of the house. 

One day the Squirrel said to his mother, ““O mother! I want you 
to go to the house of the Datu who is called ‘sultan,’ and take these 
nine kamagi* and these nine finger-rings to pay for the sultan’s 
daughter, because I want to marry her.” 


1 In a strict sense, the term malaki is never applied to a man, unless he is young, un- 
married, and perfectly chaste. But this technical use is not always preserved. 

2 Small bells cast from a hand-made wax mould, and extensively used for decorating 
baskets, bags, belts, etc. 

* See footnote 1, p. 38. 
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Then the mother went to the sultan’s house and remained there an 
hour. The sultan said, “What do you want?” 

The woman answered, ‘“‘Nothing. I came for betel-nuts.” Then 
the woman went back home. 

The Squirrel met her, and said, “‘Where are my nine necklaces?” 

“Here they are,” said the woman. 

But the Squirrel was angry at his mother, and bit her with his little 
teeth. 

Again he said to his mother, “You go there and take the nine 
necklaces.” 

So the woman started off again. When she reached the sultan’s 
house, she said to him, ‘‘I am come with these nine necklaces and these 
nine finger-rings that my son sends to you.” 

“Yes,” said the sultan; ‘but I want my house to become gold, and 
I want all my plants to become gold, and everything I have to turn 
into gold.” 

But the woman left the presents to pay for the sultan’s daughter. 
The sultan told her that he wanted his house to be turned into gold 
that very night. Then the woman went back and told all this to her son. 

The Squirrel said, ‘‘That is good, my mother.” 

Now, when night came, the Squirrel went to the sultan’s house, and 
stood in the middle of the path, and called to his brother, the Mouse, 
“My brother, come out! I want to see you.” 

Then the great Mouse came out. All the hairs of his coat were of 
gold, and his eyes were of glass. 

The Mouse said, ‘‘ What do you want of me, my brother Squirrel?” 

“T called you,” answered the Squirrel, “for your gold coat. I want 
some of that to turn the sultan’s house into gold.” 

Then the Squirrel bit the skin of the Mouse, and took off some of the 
gold, and left him. Then he began to turn the sultan’s things into 
gold. First of all, he rubbed the gold on the betel-nut trees of the 
sultan; next, he rubbed all the other trees and all the plants; third, 
he rubbed the house and all the things in it. Then the sultan’s 
town you could see as in a bright day. You would think there was no 
night there — always day. 

All this time, the sultan was asleep. When he woke up, he was so 
‘frightened to see all his things, and his house, of gold, that he died in 
about two hours. 

Then the Squirrel and the daughter of the sultan were married. The 
Squirrel staid in her father’s home for one month, and then they went 
to live in the house of the Squirrel’s mother. And they took from the 
sultan’s place, a deer, a fish, and all kinds of food. After the sultan’s 
daughter had lived with the Squirrel for one year, he took off his coat 
and became a Malaki T’oluk Waig.' 


1 See footnote 2, p. 28. 
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3. THE CAT 


Very long ago the cocoanut used to be the head of thecat. That is 
why the cat loves cocoanut so much. When the Bagobo are eating 
cocoanut, they let the cat jump up and have some too, because her 
head once turned into a cocoanut. When the cat hears the Bagobo 
scraping cocoanut in the kitchen, she runs quickly to get some to eat, 

We cut off some of the fur from the tip of the cat’s tail, and put 
the hairs under one of the big stones (sigung) where the fire burns. 
This is why the cat loves the house where she lives. 

When the cat dies, her gimokud takawanan' goes down to Gimo- 
kudan, where the spirits of dead people go. 


4. WHY THE BAGOBO LIKES THE CAT 


An old man was fishing in the brook; but the water kept getting 
muddy, and he did not know what was the matter. Then he went 
away, and he walked and walked. After he had gone some distance, 
he saw in the mud a big lion? that eats people. The Lion had been 
sleeping in the mud. He said to the man, “If you'll pull me out of 
the mud and ride me to my town, I will give you many things.” 

Then the man drew the Lion from the mud. 

The Lion stood still a while, and then said, “Now you must ride 
on me.” 

So the man mounted the Lion, and rode until they came to a large 
meadow, when the Lion said, ‘‘ Now I am going to eat you.” 

The man replied, “‘ But first let us go and ask the Carabao.” 

The Lion consented, and they went on until they reached the 
Carabao. 

“This Lion wants to eat me,” complained the man. 

“Yes, indeed! eat him, Lion,’ answered the Carabao, “for the men 
are all the time riding on my back, and whipping me.” 

There were many Carabaos in the field, and they all agreed to this. 

Then the man said to the Lion, ‘‘ You may eat me; but we will first 
go and tell the Cows.” 

Soon they reached the Cows’ home, and the man told them that the 
Lion wanted to eat him. 

At once the Cows exclaimed, ‘‘ Yes, eat him, Lion, because all day 
long the people drive us away from their fields.” | 

“All right!” assented the man; “‘but first let us speak to the Dogs.” 

When they came to the Dogs’ home, the man cried, ‘The Lion is 
going to eat me.” 

1 The good soul that goes to the city of the dead, and continues to live much as on earth. 
The gimokud tebang, or bad soul, becomes a Buso after death. 


2 The “lion” is borrowed from some foreign source, since in the Philippines there are 
no large carnivorous mammals. 
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The Dogs said to the Lion, “‘Devour this man; for every day, when 
men are eating, they beat us away from the food.” 

At last the man said, ‘Sure enough, you will eat me up, Lion; but 
let us just go to the Cat.” 

When they reached the Cat’s home, they found her sitting at the 
door, keeping her nice house. It had groves of cocoanut-palms around 
it. The Cat lived all alone. 

The man said to her, ‘‘This Lion wants to eat me.” 

“Yes, Lion,” the Cat replied; “but first you make a deep hole in 
the ground. We will race each other into the hole. If you jump in 
first, then I shall lose and you will win.” 

And the Lion ran, and jumped into the hole. Then the Cat covered 
him with earth and stones until he was dead. But before he died, the 
Lion called to the Cat, ‘Whenever I see your excrement (fat), I shall 
eat it.’ That is why the Cat hides her excrement, because she is 
afraid the Lion will come. 

Now, the Lion is the dog of the Buso. 


5. HOW THE LIZARDS GOT THEIR MARKINGS 

One day the Chameleon (palas') and the Monitor-lizard (ibid?) were 
out in a deep forest together. They thought they would try scratching 
each other’s backs to make pretty figures on them. 

First the Chameleon said to the Monitor-lizard, ‘‘You must scratch 
a nice pattern on my back.” 

So the Monitor went to work, and the Chameleon had a fine scratch- 
ing. Monitor made a nice, even pattern on his back. 

Then Monitor asked Chameleon for a scratching. But no sooner 
had Chameleon begun to work on Monitor’s back than there came the 
sound of a dog barking. A man was hunting in the forest with his 
dog. The sharp barks came nearer and nearer to the two lizards; 
and the Chameleon got such a scare, that his fingers shook, and the 
pretty design he was making went all askew. Then he stopped short 
and ran away, leaving the Monitor with a very shabby marking on 
his back. 

This is the reason that the monitor-lizard is not so pretty as the 
chameleon. 

1 The so-called “chameleon” of the Malay Peninsula and the Malay Islands is Calotes, 
one of the Agamide (cf. H. Gadow, Amphibia and Reptiles, pp. 517-518). 

2 A semi-aquatic lizard of the Philippines that lays edible eggs, and otherwise answers 
to the description of the Varanus, or Monitor. 
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6. THE MONKEY AND THE TORTOISE! 


One day, when a Tortoise was crawling slowly along by a stream, 
he saw a baby-monkey drinking water. Presently the Monkey ran up 
to the Tortoise, and said, ‘‘Let’s go and find something to eat.” 

Not far from the stream there was a large field full of banana-trees, 
They looked up, and saw clusters of ripe fruit. 

“That’s fine!” said the Monkey, “for I’m hungry and you’re 
hungry too. You climb first, Tortoise.” 

Then the Tortoise crawled slowly up the trunk; but he had got up 
only a little distance when the Monkey chattered these words, “ Roro 
s’piinno, roro s’piinno!’”* (“Slide down, slide down, Tortoise!’’) 

At once the Tortoise slipped and fell down. Then he started again 
to climb the tree; and again the Monkey said, “‘Roro s’piinno!” and 
again the Tortoise slipped and fell down. He tried over and over 
again; but every time he failed, for the Monkey always said, “ Roro 
s’piinno!” and made him fall. At last he got tired and gave it up, 
saying to the Monkey, “ Now you try it.” 

“It’s too bad!” said the Monkey, “when we’re both so hungry.” 
Then the Monkey made just three jumps, and reached the ripe fruit. 
“Wait till I taste and see if they’re sweet,” he cried to the Tortoise, 
while he began to eat bananas as fast as he could. 

“Give me some,” begged the Tortoise. 

“All right!” shouted the Monkey; “‘but I forgot to notice whether 
it was sweet.” And he kept on eating, until more than half of the 
fruit was gone. 

“Drop down just one to me!”’ pleaded the Tortoise. 

“Yes, in a minute,’”’ mumbled the Monkey. 

At last, when but three bananas were left on the tree, the Monkey 
called, “Look up! shut your eyes” (Langag-ka! pudung-nu yan mata- 
nu*), 

The Tortoise did so. The Monkey then told him to open his mouth, 
and he obeyed. Then the Monkey said, “‘I’ll peel this one piece of 
banana for you”’ (Luitan-ko ’ni sébad abok saging'). 

Now, the Monkey was sitting on a banana-leaf, directly over the 
Tortoise; but, instead of banana, he dropped his excrement into the 
Tortoise’s mouth. The Tortoise screamed with rage; but the Monkey 

1 This story, in an abbreviated form, was found by Clara Kern | iyliss at Laguna (cf. 
this Journal, vol. xxi, p. 46 (1908). 

2 Roro, ‘‘slide;”’ s prefix (euphonic or formal, used by mountain Bagobo before vowels 
and many consonant sounds, as the labial p here); piinno, “‘ tortoise.” 

Langag, ‘“‘look;” -ka (suffix, second person nominative), ‘‘you;’’ pudung, “‘shut;” 
-nu (pronominal suffix), ‘‘your;"’ yan (demonstrative pronoun), ‘‘that,”’ ‘‘those;"’ mata, 
“eyes.” 

": Luit (transitive verb and noun), “peel,” ‘‘shell;"’ -ko (suffix, first person pronominal), 
“I;" 'ni (abbreviated from ini), “‘here,’’ in sense of ‘“‘at hand;"’ sébad, “‘one;” 
abok, ‘‘ piece;"” saging, ‘‘ banana.” 
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jumped up and down, laughing at him. Then he went on eating the 
remainder of the bananas. 

The Tortoise then set himself to work at making a little hut of 
bamboo-posts, with a roof and walls of leaves. The upper ends of 
the bamboo he sharpened, and let them project through the roof; but 
the sharp points were concealed by the leaves. It was like a trap for 
pigs (sankil). 

When the Monkey came down from the banana-tree, the Tortoise 
said, ‘‘You climb this other tall tree, and look around at the sky. 
If the sky is dark, you must call to me; for the rain will soon come. 
Then you jump down on the roof of our little house here. Never mind 
if it breaks in, for we can soon build a stronger one.” 

The Monkey accordingly climbed the tree, and looked at the sky. 

“Tt is all very dark!” he exclaimed. 

“Jump quick, then!” cried the Tortoise. 

So the Monkey jumped; but he got killed from the sharp bamboo- 
points on which he landed. 

Then the Tortoise made a fire, and roasted the Monkey. He cut off 
the Monkey’s ears, and they turned into buyo-leaves.!. He cut out the 
heart, and it turned into betel-nut. He took out the brain, and it 
became lime (apog?). He made thet ail into pungaman.* The stomach 
he made into a basket. He put into the basket the betel and the 
lime and the pungaman and the buyo, and crawled away. 

Soon he heard the noise of many animals gathered together. He 
found the monkeys and the deer and the pigs and the wild birds having 
a big rice-planting. All the animals were rejoiced to see the Tortoise 
coming with a basket, for they all wanted to chew betel. The monkeys 
ran up, chattering, and tried to snatch the betel-nuts; but the Tortoise 
held them back, saying, ‘“‘Wait a minute! By and by I will give you 
some.” 

Then the monkeys sat around, waiting, while the Tortoise prepared 
the betel-nut. He cut the nuts and the pungaman into many small 
pieces, and the buyo-leaf too, and gave them to the monkeys and the 
other animals. Everybody began to chew; and the Tortoise went 
away to a distance about the length of one field (sebad kinamat), where 
he could get out of sight, under shelter of some trees. Then he called 
to the monkeys, “All of you are eating monkey, just like your own 
body: you are chewing up one of your own family.” 

At that, all the monkeys were angry, and ran screaming to catch 
the Tortoise. But the Tortoise had hid under the felled trunk of an 

1 See footnote 5, p. 32. 

2 A white powder (calcined shell) that is sprinkled on the betel-nut. It is made by 


burning certain shells to ashes, and mixing with water. 
* The stem of a mountain-plant that is chewed in lack of betel-nut. It blackens the 


teeth, like betel. 
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old palma brava tree. As each monkey passed close by the trunk 


where the Tortoise lay concealed, the Tortoise said, ‘‘Drag your mem- 
brum! here’s a felled tree” (Stipa tapo! basi6’'). 

Thus every monkey passed by clear of the trunk, until the last one 
came by; and he was both blind and deaf. When he followed the 
rest, he could not hear the Tortoise call out, “Sapa tapo! basio’;” 
and his membrum struck against the fallen trunk. He stopped, and 
became aware of the Tortoise underneath. Then he screamed to the 
rest; and all the monkeys came running back, and surrounded the 
Tortoise, threatening him. 

“What do you want?” inquired the Tortoise. 

“You shall die,” cried the monkeys. ‘Tell us what will kill you. 
We will chop you to pieces with the axe.” 

“Oh, no! that won’t hurt me in the least,’”’ replied the Tortoise. 
“You can see the marks on my shell, where my father used to cut my 
body: but that didn’t kill me.” 

“We will put you in the fire, then, and burn you todeath,” chorussed 
the monkeys. ‘Will that do?” 

“Fire does not hurt me,” returned the Tortoise. ‘Look at my body! 
See how brown it is where my father used to stick me into the fire.” 

“What, then, is best to kill you ?”” urged the monkeys. 

“The way to kill me,’ replied the Tortoise, “‘is to take the punch 
used for brass, bulit,? and run* it into my rectum. Then throw me 
into the big pond, and drown me.” 

Then the monkeys did as they were told, and threw him into the 
pond. But the Tortoise began to swim about in the water. 

Exultantly he called to the monkeys, ‘‘This is my owi: home: you 
see Idon’tdrown.” And the lake wasso deep that the monkeys could 
not get him. 

Then the monkeys hurried ta and fro, summoning all the animals 
in the world to drink the water in the lake. They all came, — deer, 
pigs, jungle-fowl, monkeys, and all the rest, — and began to drink. 
They covered their pagindis* with leaves, so that the water could not 
run out of their bodies. After a time, they had drunk so much that 
the lake became shallow, and one could see the Tortoise’s back. 

But the red-billed bakaka-bird that lived in a tree by the water 
was watching; and as quick as the back of the Tortoise came into 
sight, the bird flew down and picked off the leaves from the pagindis 

1 Basid’, term used of any old palma brava tree that has been broken down or felled, 
and lies on the ground (s#pa, ‘‘drag,’’ “‘lower;”’ tapo, penis’’). 

2 A short, pointed iron tool; used to punch ornamental designs in brass ornaments, 
especially bracelets and leglets. 

3 In a slightly different version, the tortoise tells the nonkeys to bore into his ear with 


the tiuz, a brass wire that forms a part of the hinge of a betel-box. 
4 The distal opening of the urethra. 
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of the deer. Then the water ran out from their bodies until the lake 

rose again, and covered the Tortoise. Satisfied, the bird flew back 

into the tree. But the deer got fresh leaves to cover their pagindis, 

and began to drink again. Then the bird flew to the monkeys, and 

began to take the leaves from their pagindis; but one monkey saw 

him doing it, and slapped him. This made the bird fall down, and . 
then all the monkeys left the Tortoise in the lake, and ran to revenge 

themselves on the bird. 

They snatched him up, pulled out every one of his feathers with 
their fingers, and laid him naked upon the stump of a tree. All the 
animals went home, leaving the bird on the stump. 

Two days later, one Monkey came to look at the Bakaka. Little 
feathers were beginning to grow out; but the Monkey thought the 
bird was dead. 

“Maggots are breeding in it,’’ said the Monkey. 

Three more days passed, and then the Monkey came again. The 
Bakaka’s feathers had grown out long by that time; ant the Monkey 
said, “‘It was all rotten, and the pigs ate it.” 

But the bird had flown away. He flew to the north until he reached 
a meadow with a big tual-tree in the middle. The tree was loaded 
with ripe fruit.1_ Perched on one of the branches, the bird ate all he 
wanted, and when done he took six of the fruit of the tual, and made a 
necklace for himself. With this hung round his neck, he flew to the 
house where the old Monkey lived, and sat on the roof. He dropped 
one tual through the roof, and it fell down on the floor, where all the 
little monkey-children ran for it, dancing and screaming. 

“Don’t make such a noise!” chided the old Monkey, “and do not 
take the twal, for the Bakaka will be angry, and he is a great bird.” 

But the bird flew down into the house, and gave one tual to the old 
Monkey. 

“That is good,” said the old Monkey, tasting it. ‘Tell me where 
you gotit.”” But the bird would not tell. Then the old monkey stood 
up, and kissed him, and begged to be taken to the tual-tree. 

At last the Bakaka said to all the monkeys, “Three days from now 
you may all go to the tual-tree. I want you all to go, the blind monkey 
too. Go to the meadow where the grass grows high, and there, in the 
centre of the meadow, is the tual-tree. If you see the sky and the air 
black, do not speak a word; for if you speak, you will get sick.” 

At the set time, all the monkeys started for the meadow, except one 
female monkey that was expecting a baby. The deer and all the other 
animals went along, except a few of the females who could not go. 
They all reached the meadow-grass; and the monkeys climbed up the 
tual-tree that stood in the centre of the field, until all the branches were 


1 A small edible fruit with an acid pulp and red-and-white skin. 
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full of monkeys. The birds and the jungle-fowl flew up in the tree; - 


but the deer and the other animals waited down on the ground. 

Then the sky grew black, for the Bakaka and the Tortoise were going 
around the meadow with lighted sticks of balekayo,’ and setting fire 
to the grass. The air was full of smoke, and the little monkeys were 
crying; but the old Monkey bit them, and said, “Keep still, for the 
Bakaka told us not to speak.” 

But the meadow-grass was all ablaze, and the flames crept nearer 
and nearer to the tual-tree. Then all the monkeys saw the fire, and 
cried, ‘Oh! what will become of us?” 

Some of the birds and most of the chickens flew away; but some 
died in the flames. A few of the pigs ran away, but most of them died. 
The other animals were burned todeath. Notasingle monkey escaped, 
save only the female monkey who staid at home. When her baby was 
born, it was a boy-monkey. The mother made it her husband, and 
from this pair came many monkeys. 

It was the same with the deer. All were burned, except one doe 
who staid at home. When her little fawn was born, it was a male. 
She made it her husband, and from this one pair came many deer. 


7. THE CROW AND THE GOLDEN TREES 


The liver of the crow is “medicine” for many pains and for sickness. 
On this account the Bagobo kills the crow so that he may get his liver 
for “‘medicine.” The liver is good to eat, either cooked or raw. If 
you see a crow dead, you can get its liver and eat some of it, and it will 
be “medicine” for your body. 

The crow never makes its nest in low-growing trees, but only in 
tall, big trees. Far from here, the old men say, in the land where the 
sun rises, there are no more living trees; for the scorching heat of the 
sun has killed them all, and dried up the leaves. There they stand, 
with naked branches, all bare of leaves. Only two trees there have 
not died from the heat. The trunks of these trees are of gold, and 
all their leaves of silver. But if any bird lights on one of these trees, 
it falls down dead. The ground under the two trees is covered with 
the bones of little birds and big birds that have died from perching 
on the trees with the golden trunks and the silver leaves. These two 
trees are full of a resin that makes all the birds die. Only the crow 
can sit on the branches, and not die. Hence the crow alone, of all the 
birds, remains alive in the land of the sunrise. 

No man can get the resin from these trees. But very long ago, in 
the days of the Mona, there came a Malaki T’oluk Waig to the trees. 
He had a war-shield that shone brightly, for it had a flame of fire 

1 A light-weight bamboo with slender, thorny branches, very inflammable, and used 
where a rapid-burning and intense fire is needed (bale [‘‘house"’], kayo [“‘wood"]). This 
wood is extensively used in building the lighter parts of the framework of a house. 


As 


| 
| al 
| to 
d 
a 
d 
( 


Bagobo Myths 63 


always burning in it. And this Malaki came to the golden trees and 
took the precious resin from their trunks. 


V. AN ATA STORY! 
ALELU’K AND ALEBU’TUD? 

Aléli’k and Alébi’tud lived together in theirown house. They had 
no neighbors. One day Aléli’k said to his wife, ‘‘I must go and hunt 
some pigs.” 

Then he started out to hunt, taking with him his three dogs. He 
did not find any wild pigs; but before long he sighted a big deer with 
many-branched antlers. The dogs gave chase and seized the deer, 
and held it until the man came up and killed it with the sharp iron 
spike that tipped his Jong staff (tidalan*). Then the man tied to the 
deer’s antlers a strong piece of rattan, and dragged it home. 

When he reached his house, his wife met him joyfully; and they 
were both very happy, because they had now plenty of meat. ' They 
brought wood and kindled a fire, and fixed over the fire a frame of wood 

tied to upright posts stuck into the ground. On the frame they laid 
the body of the deer to singe off the hair over the flames. And when 
the hair was all burned off, and the skin clean, Aléli’k began to cut 
off pieces of venison, and Alébii’tud got ready the big clay pot, and 
poured into it water to boil the meat. But there was only a little 
water in the house, so Alébii’tud took her bucket (sekkadu*), and hurried 
down to the river. When she reached there, she stood with her bare 
feet in the stream, and dipped the bucket into the stream, and took it 
out full of water. But, just as she turned to climb up the river-bank, 
an enormous fish jumped out of the river, seized her, dragged her down, 
and devoured her. 

At home, Alélii’k was watching for his wife to come back bringing 
the water. Day after day he waited for her, and all day long he was 
crying from sorrow. 

The man (Alélii’k) symbolizes a big black ant that makes its nest 
in a hollow tree. The woman (Alébi’tud) is a little worm that lives 
in the palma brava tree. The fish is another man who carried off 
Aléli’k’s wife. 

New York. 

1 This story came to the Bagobo from a young man of the Ata tribe, whose habitat is 
the mountainous country in the interior, to the northwest of the Gulf of Davao. 

2“ Alélii’k"’ and ‘“‘ Alébii’tud”’ are Ata names, for which the Bagobo forms are respec- 
tively Bungen and Batol. 

* The long handle or rod of a spear, tipped with a sharp-pointed iron cone; equally 
useful for killing animals, and, driven into the ground, for supporting the spear when at 
test. The same name (tidalan) is applied to the shaft of a spear lacking the blade, and 
carried by old people like a mountain-staff. 


‘ A vessel formed of a single internode of bamboo, in which water is brought from the 
river, and kept in the house. 
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EUROPEAN FOLK-TALES COLLECTED AMONG THE 
MENOMINEE INDIANS 


BY ALANSON SKINNER 


I. AIINI 


Almn1 lived in the wilderness, and set out to find some Indians, 
These Indians knew he was coming, and tried their best to prevent it 
by their magic. Aijini learned of this; but he paid no attention, and 
set off with his bow and arrows. As he journeyed along, he shot some 
partridges and plucked out their tail and wing feathers, and carried 
the feathers with him. 

When he approached a house where he knew that he was not 
wanted, he got his feathers ready, and, when the dogs came out to 
bark at him, he threw away the feathers, which became partridges; 
and the dogs pursued them while he slipped off behind the lodge. 

The inhabitants of the house heard the noise, and sprang up, crying, 
“Maybe Aiini is coming.’”’ But just then the birds flew up. “Oh! 
the dogs are after some partridges,”’ they cried. ‘Let us go and shoot 
them, they are sitting on the trees.” 

So Aiini escaped while they were hunting the birds, and continued 
on his journey. After a time he came upon two mice sitting at the 
door of their den; but Aiini knew that these were really two old women 
who had knives in their elbows, ready to kill any stranger who passed 
by. Aijini knew the old hags were on the watch, so he took his bow, 
and poked at the door of their lodge. There were little bells hanging 
on it, and they rang when he shook them. The old women thought 
it was Aiini himself going in, so they stabbed at the noise with their 
elbows, and struck each other. One of them cried out in a loud voice, 
“Oh, you have killed me!” and the other shouted the same words: 
so they both died from their wounds. 

Aiini then proceeded, and as he travelled he came to the shore of 
the ocean, which he followed. After a while he came to a wigwam 
and went in. He saw an old man lying there, and on the opposite 
side of the lodge a woman was sitting. Aiini took his place beside 
her. The woman asked him where he was going, and he replied that 
he had come from his home in the forest, and was travelling to see 
the world. Then Aiini asked if he might stay in the lodge for a while. 

“Why, I think it would not be safe for you,” she replied. ‘My 
father is a very bad fellow, he would soon kill you.” 

“Pshaw!” said Aiini. ‘‘I can take care of myself.” 

While they were talking, the old man rose, and sat up on the ground 
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near the fire; in the mean while he looked around and saw Aiini. 
The woman then prepared supper, and all three ate together. Aiini 
decided to remain there in spite of the woman’s warning; and after 
a few days, when the old man found out that his unwelcome guest 
was lingering, he said to his daughter, “Ask Aiini if he will go with me 
to a certain island to gather sea-gulls’ eggs.” 

“Oh, yes! I’ll go with him,” responded Aiini to the woman’s question. 
So they started out together. 

“We'll have to drag my canoe some distance,” said the old man. 
“Tt’s way up on the dry land.” 

“Oh, it won’t take long,” said Aiini, “‘to get it to the water.” So 
they went after the boat, and brought it to the ocean. The old man 
told Aiini to sit in one end while he sat in the other, and they started. 

“ Nitos majia”’ (“‘my boat go’’)! said the old fellow; and the canoe 
started off by itself. Whenever it slowed down, he repeated these 
words, and it was not long before they reached the island, where there 
were numerous sea-gulls. 

There was a fine sand-bar there, so the old man told Aiini to follow 
the shore while he took the opposite direction, and they would meet 
on the other side of the island: so off they set. But the old man hung 
back and watched Aiini; and, as soon as he was out of sight, the old 
fellow got into his canoe, and cried, ‘‘ Nitos majial”’ 

Just then Aiini became suspicious, and sauntered back in time to 
see the old man marooning him. He whooped as loudly as he could, 
and called, ‘‘What are you leaving me for?”’ But the old chap paid 
no attention, he only called to the sea-gulls, “‘You used to ask me to 
give you an Indian to eat.” 

So the gulls gathered around Aiini, and were about to devour him, 
when he addressed them, saying, ‘‘Why do you wish to eat me? I 
thought you granted your power to me? You promised to help me 
when I was in trouble.” 

So he talked to them until they recognized him; and they cried, 
“Oh! this is Aiini to whom we granted our power.” 

“Take me across this ocean!” cried Aiini. 

“How can we do it?” they asked. ‘You're too big!” 

“T can make myself small,” vowed Aiini. 

Then one of the largest of the gulls made reply. “All right! If 
you can make yourself small, we will carry you.” 

So Aiini made himself small. And he got on the largest sea-gull and 
started to fly back, while several other gulls accompanied the large 
gull, in case it tired out. When they were halfway over, they could 
see the old man in his canoe below them. 

“Void your excrement upon him!” ordered Aiini. And the gulls 
did so, hitting him on his breast as he lay in his boat. 
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“So that’s the way they treat me after I have given them something 
to eat!” he cried, disgusted. 

The gulls carried Aiini safely to the shore, and he went back to the 
lodge. When he arrived, the woman asked him what had happened 
to the old man; and Aiini replied that he was on his way. When the 
old man returned and found Aiini there before him, he was ashamed. 

After a few days, he asked his daughter again if the lad would go 
out to the island with him; and she said to the young man, who was 
now her husband, ‘‘The old man wants to go and catch some young 
crows on another island. They’re big enough for us to eat. Will 
you go with him?” 

“Oh, whau”’ (“yes, I'll go”’)! cried Aiini. 

So they started out. They got into the enchanted canoe, and the 
old man cried, ‘‘ Nitos majia”’ (‘‘my canoe go’’)! and off they went. 
At last they arrived at the island. 

“You go around the shore that way, my son-in-law,” said the old 
man, ‘‘and I’ll go in the opposite direction.”” Aiini thought he would 
serve the old man in the same way that he had been treated: so he 
hung back, and, when the old man was gone, he ran to the canoe, and 
cried, “‘ Nitos majia!”’ and off he went. 

The old man heard and rushed back, wailing, ‘‘ Nitcimén! pon, pon, 
pon”’ (“my canoe! wait, wait, wait’)! The canoe stopped dead. 

“‘ Nitos majia!”’ cried Aiini, and started off again. 

So he managed to keep on going, a little at a time, until at last he 
got out of sight, despite the old man. Then Aiini called to the crows, 
“Here! come and eat this old Indian that I’ve brought you!” 

At last Aiini got home, and dragged the canoe high on the shore. 
His wife asked him, “Where is my father?” 

“‘T guess he must have started before I did,” replied Aiini. 

When, however, the old man failed to return, Aiini said to his wife, 
“Let’s move away.” So they withdrew to a nook in the forest.! 

In the course of time, they acquired cattle and a little farm. Ainii 
was a skilful card-player. One day he said to his wife, ‘I’m going 
out for a walk, just for pleasure. You stay at home and keep house.” 
“‘N’hau!”’ said she: so Aiini went away. As he walked along, he met 
a man. 

1 The elements of the evil father-in-law and the visit to the gull island for eggs, the 
magic canoe, and the escape, are found among the eastern Cree (Alanson Skinner, ‘‘ Notes 
on the Eastern Cree and Northern Saulteaux,’’ Anthropological Papers of the American 
Museum of Natural History, vol. ix, Part 1 [1911], p. 90) and the northern Saulteaux 
(ibid., p. 170). The “awl elbow witches” occur among the eastern Cree in another tale 
(ibid., p. 94). The story is no doubt one of the best known of Algonkin tales. In the 
Menominee version here presented, the Indian part of the story ends at this point, and 
to it has been welded a typically European story, probably derived through the French 
voyageurs. 
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“Where are you going?” asked the stranger. 

“Oh, just taking a walk,” replied Aiini. 

They stood talking a while, and at last they fell to gambling. They 
made many bets, all of which were won by Aiini, until at last the 
stranger, having lost all his goods, bet his pouch. 

“What is your pocketbook good for?” asked Aiini. 

The other fellow shook it four times by way of answer, and it was 
fullof money. ‘“‘If I hit it five times, there would never be anything 
init,” he explained. So Ainii accepted the bet. The stranger hit the 
purse five times, and lost it. Aiini won it, and they parted. 

Soon Aiini met another stranger. ‘‘Where are you going?” he 
inquired of Aiini. 

“Oh, I am travelling around the country, gambling,” answered the 
hero. 

So they sat down and gambled, and Aiini won everything the stranger 
had, except an object wrapped up in a tablecloth, and this he offered 
to bet. Aiini wanted to know what it was, and the man told him that 
it was a tablecloth. Aiini asked to see it, and the stranger undid it 
for him to look at. 

“Whatever you want to eat will always appear on this tablecloth,” 
he said. 

“Let’s eat, then,” suggested Aiini. 

“N’hau!”’ cried the stranger; and they desired food to appear on 
the cloth. It did so, and they feasted. 

When they had eaten, the stranger offered to bet it; and Aiini won 
ittoo. They parted, and Aiini carried the cloth with him. Whenever 
he was hungry, he took out his cloth, spread it, and had whatever he 
desired for dinner. As he travelled along, he met a man carrying a 
fiddle. He told the newcomer that he was travelling around, card- 
playing, and they sat down to gamble. The stranger lost all his money 
to Aiini, and finally offered to bet his fiddle. Aiini asked him what it 
was. 

“T’ll show you,” said the stranger, commencing to play. ‘If there 
are any people here, they’ll have to dance, and they can’t stop until 
I quit playing.” 

Aiini accepted the bet, and won the violin also; and then he set off 
on his travels again. At last he came to a great body of water. He 
walked along the shore, and as he trudged on, he saw a man playing 
on the surface of the water. After he had watched for some time, he 
appeared in full view. As soon as the man saw Aiini, he came ashore. 

“Where are you going?” 

“T’m just taking a walk for pleasure. What are you doing there?” 

“Oh, I was just having a little fun by myself.” 

“Oh! Can you play cards?” 
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“Oh, yes! I can. Let’s play.” So they did. They played for 
money; Aiini won. 

“T’ll bet you my magic moccasins.” 

“What are they good for?” 

“You saw what they can do. The one who wears them can play 
right on the surface of the water.” 

Aiini won the moccasins too. 

Aiini set off again along the shore. As he travelled along, all at 
once he came to a lodge. He peeped in, and there sat an old lady, 
“‘ Nima noko’’(“well, grandmother”’), “is this where you keep your- 
self?” 

“Eh, yes!” said the old lady. 

“IT want to ask you a question. Is there any one around here who 
can play cards?” 

“Yes; I don’t know any one near by, but a long ways off.”’ She 
walked out and looked over the lake. ‘I'll tell you where the good 
player is,” and she pointed over across the water. “It’s impossible 
for you to get over there and play him.” 

“Oh, I can get there, if I only know the right direction.” 

The old lady pointed out the place very accurately. Aijini put on 
his magic moccasins and started over. The old lady told him that 
the man lived in a little village. He finally arrived and went right 
to the centre of the village. Several men were standing loafing, and 
they saw him approaching over the water. 

“Oh! there comes some one who is somebody; guess we’d better 
notify our chief.” 

So one man ran to tell him all about Aiini. The chief came out and 
looked too. 

“Don’t say anything!’”’ ordered the chief, and went back to his 
lodge. Aiini landed, and took off his shoes. He walked up to the 
bystanders, who greeted him, asking, “‘Who are you? what do you 
want?” 

“I’m just going around for pleasure.” 

They kept on inquiring, and at last he told them that he was search- 
ing for a good card-player, and said he had been directed there to find 
one. 

“‘Why, yes! there is one here.”” They pointed out his very lodge. 
One of them went to fetch him. The gambler sent for Aiini, and Aiini 
went to him. 

‘What do you want here?”’ 

‘I want to find some one who can really play cards.” They com- 
menced to play; and Aiini lost all his money, but did not bet his things. 
He stopped playing that time. Whenever this gambler won from 
any one, he had him thrown into prison. Aiini was taken there at 
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once. There were a lot of men and women already confined there. 
Aiini was never hungry, for he had his sacred tablecloth. He would 
invite all his fellow-prisoners to eat with him. 

A couple of days later, he said to the others, ‘‘We are so lonesome 
in here! Let’s have some fun!” 

“What can we do?” 

“T’ll show you!” He took out his violin, and tuned it up. When 
he began to play, all the captives began to dance. Nobody could help 
it, the music was so lovely. Of course he would let them rest from 
time to time. Some people outside could hear the fiddling. They 
gathered in a crowd to watch the fun. The chief got various messengers 
to go in and try to stop Aiini; but, when they got into the prison, each 
had to dance. At last he sent a couple of his daughters, and they 
commenced to dance too. Then he sent his wife to stop it. She 
went, and danced too. When the gambler chief heard this, he got 
angry and ran in. The minute he got through the door, he had to 
dance too. He shouted to Aiini to stop fiddling. 

“No, I won’t stop!” 

He was bound to make them all keep on dancing. ‘The only thing 
I will quit for, will be all the money you have.” 

The chief made no reply, but kept on dancing. Every little while 
he would tell Aiini to stop. ‘‘Not unless I get all your money,” was 
his reply. ; 

The daughters became so played out, they begged their father to 
have mercy upon them. At last the gambler became so exhausted, 
that he agreed to Aiini’s terms. So he stopped. The dancers were 
puffing like roosters that had been fighting. Aiini put up the fiddle 
and went for the money, which the gambler gave up to him. But 
Aiini gave a little back to them. ‘You needn’t starve entirely; keep 
this to live on,” he said. 

He put on his shoes and went back where he came from. When 
he got home, he found the same old lady that had directed him. 

“O grandma! I found that gambler,” he said. 

Then he went home to his wife, carrying all his spoils. He told 
her all about his good time. 

“T did not have much bad luck, except at first,”’ said he. 

Some time afterwards he set out on his travels again. This time 
he went in a different direction. He soon met a man who wore a red 
cap. 

“Where are you going?” said the stranger to Aiini. 

“Oh! I am going around, trying to play cards.” 

“Why, so am I!” 

They then started in to play. Aiini won. 

“You’ve got all my money, now I’ll bet my life for one year; I’ll 
work for you during that time.” 
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They played, and Aiini won. Aiini took him home and set him to 
work. At the end of a year he went to Aiini. He was angry because 
he had had to work a year for nothing. 

“We'll play cards again,” he said. 

He bet himself again for one year, and was beaten again. He had to 
work again. At the end of the year they played again for the same 
stakes. This time Aiini lost, and he had to work as the slave of the 
other for a year: so he asked permission to tell his wife what to do 
during his absence. The man with the red cap went home, after 
telling Aiini to come next day and work. Aiini did so as soon as 
possible. The man with the red cap did not tell Aiini where to go 
when he told him to come, and Aiini did not know where to go. He 
went as far as he saw the man go. As he followed, he came to a great 
lake. Near the beach was a bark lodge. He went over and looked in, 
There sat an old woman. 

“‘ Maa, noko, I have something to ask you. Do you know where 
the man with a red cap lives?” 

The old lady stepped outside, and, looking over the water, she 
pointed to a spot on the other side. 

“‘That’s where he lives,” said she. 

Aiini told the old dame how the man had worked for him two 
years, and that now he must work one in return, since he was beaten. 

“You can never get over there!”’ said the old lady. ‘I'll tell you 
what wecan do. I’ve got a little canoe. I'll ferry you over to the 
island, then I’ll come back and you can stay there. To-morrow morn- 
ing four girls, daughters of Red-Cap, will come there and swim, and you 
can see them.’”! 

They got into the canoe. ‘ Nitos majia”’ (“my canoe go”’)! said 
she; and off they went, and soon reached the island. 

“The four girls are coming to-morrow morning. You hide on the 
beach, cover yourself with sand. There are three of them who are 
dark, and one of them who is light. In this way they are like doves. 
Watch the white one, but be careful not to let them see you; if they 
do, they won’t land. Also watch closely where they put their clothes.” 

Aiini did as he was told, and, as soon as the girls were in swimming 
(they were soon way out on a shallow sand-bar), he ran out and stole 
the white girl’s clothes. When they were done, the white dove could 
not find her clothes. 

“Where are my clothes? I put them there!” she cried; but she could 
not find them, and so she had to stay naked. When the others 
had dressed, they flew away, leaving their unfortunate sister behind, 
weeping. 

1 Compare the following part of the story with the Shuswap tale, ‘‘The Gambler's 
Son and Red-Cap” (James Teit, ‘‘ The Shuswap,” Publications of the Jesup North Pacifé 
Expedition, vol. ii, p. 727). 
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When Aiini saw the girl was alone, he came out. She asked, “Did 
you take my clothes?” 

“No, I don’t know anything about them!” 

The girl cried so much, that Aiini said, “If I get your clothes, will 
you take me over to the man with the red cap?” 

“Oh, yes! That’s my father.” 

He gave her the clothes, and she dressed up and became a dove. 

“Make yourself as small as you can, so that I can carry you.” 

He did so, asking, “Am I small enough?” 

“Yes! Get on my back.” She flew home with him, and took him 
toa place just a little way from her father’s house. When she alighted, 
she advised Aiini: 

“My father will ask you to clean up the house. I will bring you 
your meals, and I’ll help you all I can, because you gave me back my 
clothes.” 

So he went to Red-Cap’s house to see him. The girls lived in a 
different house by themselves. Aiini reported; and his master said, 
“Well, you got herer”’ 

“Yes; but I hardly succeeded, as you didn’t show me the way.” 

“I’ve often heard that you were powerful, so I thought you would 
know what to do.” 

He showed Aiini a place to sweep, and told him what he desired him 
to do next day. He handed him a shovel. 

“There’s a barn near here with a lot of cattle. It has not been 
cleaned for fifteen years; but you are to clean it.” 

Red-Cap took Aiini over to the barn, and, when they got there, the 
manure was about four feet deep. Aijini took off his coat and got to 
work. By noon he had only a little bit done. White-Dove brought 
him his dinner. 

“How much have you accomplished?”’ He showed her. 

Aiini ate his dinner with the girl sitting beside him. All at once 
the girl asked him if she couldn’t louse him. She put his head on her 
knees and began to look for her game. He soon fell asleep, and slept 
for quite a while, and when she woke him up, he was astonished. He 
began to think about his work. They both went to the barn; but 
when they got there, it was perfectly clean. 

“Well, that’s as much as I can do for you,” she said. 

Aiini was grateful to the White-Dove. And she said to him, “‘That 
is your reward for finding my clothes; I’ll always help you. My father 
will set you to another task to-morrow. I am going to leave you now, 
and will not come home till evening.” 

That night they went to bed. The next day, Aiini was told to dig 
a well. Red-Cap showed him where to begin, and gave him a shovel. 
Aiini commenced to dig; but he did not have very much done at noon, 
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when White-Dove brought him his dinner. After they had eaten, © 


White-Dove said, ‘How much have you done?” 

“Oh, not much!” 

“Sit down and let me louse you.” 

Aiini did so, and soon fell asleep. When he awoke, he remembered 
his work. 

“Go and look at it,” said the girl. 

The well was already dug. She told him to stay till evening, and 
then went home. He came in at dark, and told Red-Cap the well 
was done. Red-Cap was pleased, and they went to bed. 

The next day he was taken by Red-Cap, who gave him an axe, and 
he was led to a great farm of a hundred acres, and was told to clear it 
and fence it. It took him all the morning to chop down one tree and 
cutitup. The girl brought his dinner as usual, and after it he told her 
how much he had cleared. She loused him, and he soon went to sleep, 
and slept until she woke him and told him to attend to his work. 
When he looked around, the farm was cleared and a fence made. 
She told him to stay there till evening. In the evening, Aiini went 
home, and when he got there, the boss asked him how much he had 
done that day. 

“Oh, I’m through!” replied Aiini. 

They went and looked at the farm. Red-Cap was surprised, and 
then they retired. Next day, Red-Cap told Aiini to catch a horse for 
him, and he gave him a halter. Aiini could not catch him. He ran 
like a deer, and Aiini grew discouraged. At noon the girl came with 
his dinner. 

“How are you succeeding?”’ she asked. 

“T can never catch him!”’ he replied. 

She loused him to sleep, and when he woke, he went to catch the 
horse, but found him caught and tied, ready for him. 

The girl advised, “‘ You are through now: otherwise, you would have 
had to work one year. It’s all on my account that your time has been 
shortened. My father will give you one more task to-morrow. He 
is going to take you to his trunk and open it. He’ll take out and offer 
you four knives. Be sure to choose the white-handled one, that 
means me. The other three are my sisters.”” So he did. Red-Cap 
took him to the trunk, and offered him his choice of the four knives. 
He chose the white-handled one. The girl had promised Aiini to 
take him home, so she did, across the ocean. 

““T guess you can get home from here,” she said. 


2. FOX AND WOLF 


Very long ago there were two men living together, and making maple- 
sugar. They made one mokok (‘“‘bark box’’) of sugar, and then they 
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cached it away, burying it, and said to each other, “We will let it 
remain here until we are very hungry.” 

The younger man was a Fox, and he was a good hunter. Every 
time he went out, he brought home chickens or small wild game. 
The other man was a greedy Wolf, and he never killed anything, or 
brought anything home: so Fox thought he would play a trick on his 
chum for being lazy. 

“You ought to go over to that house,” said Fox to Wolf. ‘Maybe 
they will give you something to eat. When I went over there, they 
gave me a chicken.” 

So Wolf went over as he was told. When he got to the house, he 
did not hide himself, but went in open sight. The owner of the house 
saw the Wolf coming up, so he set his dogs on him to drive him away; 
and Wolf escaped only by running into the river. 

“So it is this one that takes off our chickens!” said the man. 

When Wolf arrived at his home, he told his younger brother, Fox, 
“Why, I hardly escaped from that man!” 

“Why!” said Fox to him. ‘They did not recognize you; that’s 
why.” But Wolf made no answer. 

While they were in the house together, Fox went outside, and cried, 
“He!” to deceive Wolf. 

“What’s the matter with you?” asked Wolf. 

“Oh! they have come after me to give a name to a child.” 

“Then you’d better go over. Maybe they will give you something 
to eat.” 

Instead of going, however, Fox went to their cache of maple-sugar, 
and ate some of it. When he returned, Wolf asked him, ‘‘What did 
you name the baby?” 

“Mokimon,” replied Fox; and this word means to “reveal” or 
“dig out’? something you have hidden. 

At another time, while they were sitting together, Fox said, ‘‘ He/”’ 
and “Oh, yes!” 

“What’s that?” inquired Wolf. 

“Oh! I am called to give a name to a newborn baby.” 

“Well, then, go. Maybe they will give you something to eat.” 

So Fox went and returned. 

“What’s the name of the child?” asked Wolf. 

This time, Fox answered, “ Wapiton;”’ and this word means “to 
commence to eat.” 

At another time, Fox cried out, “He/” and “All right!” as though 
some one had called to him, ‘‘I’ll come.” 

“What’s that?” asked Wolf. 

“They want me to go over and name their child.” 

“Well, then, go,” says Wolf. ‘You always get something to eat 
every time they want you.” 
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So Fox went, and soon returned. Wolf asked him again, ‘What - 
name did you give it?” 

“‘Hapata kiton,’”’ answered Fox; that is to say, “‘half eaten.” 

Then another time Fox cried “He!” as if in answer to some one 
speaking to him, and then, as though some one called from the distance, 
“ Hau 

Wolf, as he did not quite hear, asked Fox what the matter was. 

“Oh, nothing!”’ replied Fox, “only they want me to come over and 
name their child.” 

“Well, then, you’d better go. Maybe you'll get a chance to eat; 
maybe you’ll fetch me something too.” 

So Fox started out, and soon returned home. 

“Well, what name did you give this time?” asked Wolf. 

“Noskwaton,” said Fox; and this means “all licked up.” 

Then Wolf caught on. ‘Maybe you are eating our stored maple- 
sugar!” he cried. But Fox sat still and laughed at him. 

Then Wolf went over and looked at their cache. Sure enough, he 
found the empty box with its contents all gone, and pretty well licked 
up. Meantime Fox skipped out, and soon found a large tree by the 
river, leaning out over the water. He climbed into its branches and 
hid there. Presently the angry Wolf returned home, and, not finding 
Fox, tracked him to the tree. Wolf climbed part way to Fox without 
seeing him, as he was on the branches. Then Wolf was afraid, and 
while he was hesitating, he happened to look at the water, and there 
he saw the reflection of Fox laughing at him on the surface. The 
Wolf, in a fury, plunged into the bottom of the stream, but of course 
failed to catch Fox. He tried four times, and after the fourth attempt 
he was tired, and quit jumping in for a while. While he was resting, 
he looked up and saw Fox laughing at him. Then Wolf said to Fox, 
“‘Let’s go home and make up;” for he thought in his heart that anyway 
Fox was feeding him all the time. 

By and by it became winter. Fox frequently went out, and returned 
with abundance of fish. 

“How do you manage to get so many?” asked Wolf. 

“You’d better go out and try for yourself,” said Fox. ‘The way 
I do, when I am fishing, is to cut a hole in the ice. I put my tail in, 
instead of a line, and I remain there until I feel bites. I move ahead 
a little to let the fish string on my tail; but I stay a long time, until 
I get a great many fish on my tail. When it feels pretty heavy, I 
jerk it out, and catch all I want.” 

Fox was in hopes that he could get Wolf frozen to death in the ice, 
and so avoid the necessity of feeding him any longer. So he took — 
Wolf out, and cut five holes in the ice,— one for his tail, and one for 
each paw, — telling him he could catch more fish that way. Wolf 


@ 


European Folk-Tales among the Menominee Indians 75 


staid there to fish all night. Every once in a while he would move his 
feet or tail a little, and they felt so heavy, he was sure he was getting 
a tremendous load; and he staid a little longer. In the mean time 
he was freezing fast in the ice. When he found out the predicament 
he was in, he jerked backwards and forwards again and again, until 
all the hair wore off his tail, and there he was. He thought he had 
let too many fish on his tail and feet to haul them out, and he worked 
hard to free himself. At last he wore his tail out at the surface of 
the ice, and pulled off his claws and the bottoms of his feet. Fox 
told him he had caught too many fish, and that they had bitten his tail 
and feet; and Wolf believed it. 

Another time, Fox found a wasp’s nest in a tree: so he went home and 
told Wolf that there was honey in it, and persuaded him to try and 
jump up and get it, on the plea that Wolf could jump higher than he 
could. As soon as Wolf set out to try, Fox ran away, and Wolf was 
nearly stung to death. Fox fled over a wagon-road to conceal his 
tracks, and as he travelled, he met a negro with a team, hauling a load 
of bread. Fox, cunning as he was, lay down on the side of the road 
and pretended that he was dead. The negro saw him lying there, and 
picked him up and put him in his wagon behind his load. Fox very 
presently came to, and, waiting for his chance, he would throw off a 
loaf of bread every now and then, till he had gotten rid of a good many. 
Then he jumped off, and carried the loaves to a secret place, where he 
built him a shelter, and prepared to live for a time. 

In the mean time, Wolf came along, half starved, and crippled from 
his meddling with a live wasp’s nest and from his fishing experience. 

Fox fed him on his arrival, and said, “You ought to do the way I 
did. It’s easy to get bread. I got mine by playing dead on the road. 
To-morrow the negro will pass by with another load; and you can 
watch for him and do as I did, and steal his bread.” 

Next morning, Wolf started out to watch the road, and pretty soon 
he saw the negro coming with a big load of bread: so he lay down beside 
the road, where the darky could see him, and played dead. The darky 
did see him, sure enough; and he stopped his team, and got off and 
got a big stick, and knocked Wolf over the head, and killed him dead 
for sure. 

“T will not get fooled this time!” he said, “‘for yesterday I lost too 
many loaves of bread for putting a dead Fox in my wagon without 
examining him.” 

So he did take the Wolf home dead. That ended him, and since 
then Fox has eaten alone. 
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3. KITCIPAKAHAKONON NIPONATIK (THE ONE WHO ALWAYS GETS 
THE KEYS) 


Once upon a time, long ago, there lived a king by himself. He had 
a son whom he told to go about, sailing on the great water, peddling 
things. One day the son arrived at a place where there was an 
Indian village made up of long bark lodges and wigwams. All day 
long he watched in the place, but saw no one till at night the ghosts of 
the poor Indians arrived, and entered the lodges. They drummed and 
danced all night. They were so poor and miserable that the peddler 
gave all his goods to them. Then he returned to his home, where his 
father, the king, was expecting him. 

When the ship came in sight, it rode high out of the water; and the 
king said, when he saw it, “‘He must surely have sold everything, and 
he must be bringing something back in return.” But when the ship 
landed, there was nothing on board. But the king did not rebuke his 
son, when he told him that he had seen the poor Indians, and had 
given all that he had to them. 

A second time the son loaded his ship and sailed out to a different 
place, and there he saw more Indians, to whom he gave all his things, 
instead of selling them. This occurred three times. Then his father 
grew angry, and ordered two soldiers, servants of his, to whip his son 
to death. They obeyed him, and left the young man lying on the 
ground, apparently dead. As the king’s son lay there, he heard 
visitors during the night. The steps seemed to approach him, and 
he came to life, only to face a stranger, who raised him up, saying, 
“I pity you out of my mercy;” and this stranger was a Horse, who 
told him to get on his back, and carried him away to the land of another 
king. 

When they arrived near the other king’s home, the Horse told his 
rider, ‘‘ Now go over yonder to that king, and tell him that you want 
to hire out as a cook.” With these words, the Horse gave the king’s 
son a bundle in which there was a little piece of magic paper. 

“Now, if this king hires you as a cook,” he said, ‘“‘whenever you 
cook for him, put this little piece of paper into the food, to make it 
wonderful, and it will taste so good that he will be pleased. And, 
if ever you get into any trouble, just come right here to this place, 
and you will see me. I will always be here waiting for you.” 

Then the young man went to the king, and the king hired him; 
but the former cook, whom the king had discharged, was serving as 
watchman or door-tender, and he was very jealous of the new cook. 

Now, it happened that this king had a strong desire to own a pair 
of wild ponies which lived near him. They looked just alike, and he 
had hired many persons to catch them for him; but they had always 
failed, for the ponies were savage, and would try to bite and kick 
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any one who approached them. Their roaming place was a certain 
small bit of forest and plain, where they might always be seen feeding. 
Now, it happened that the door-keeper thought of this, so he went 
to the king, and told him that the new cook said he could go and catch 
the wild ponies. It was a lie; but the king believed him. 

“Peast’’ (“keep still’)! whispered the king. ‘‘I’ll ask the cook if 
he said that he could catch the wild ponies, and if he can, I will pay 
him dearly. I will give him my royal coat, if he brings them to me.” 

But when he sent for the new cook and asked him, the man replied, 
“Who could catch them? It is impossible.” 

“If you refuse me,” roared the king, ‘“I’ll have you hung up to die 
in the morning.” 

The new cook cried in secret, and he bethought himself of his friend 
the Horse, and went to find him. When the Horse saw him crying, 
he asked him, ‘‘Why do you weep?”’ And when the cook told him, 
the Horse replied, ‘‘I have told you before that I would aid you when- 
ever you were in trouble. I will give you something to rub on your 
hands, and you can go and easily catch those two ponies, and bring 
them to the village.” 

Then the young man went and told the king to get up early in 
the morning and get him the ropes to tie up the horses, for he would 
bring them back. The next morning he started away early, and soon 
found the wild ponies with their heads up high; and they looked very 
shy at him when they saw him approaching. But he rubbed on his 
hands what the Horse had given him, and showed it to the ponies, 
and they both came up to him and licked his fingers as though they 
were tame. Then he caught them, and took them to the border of 
the village. 

At the edge of the town lived a rich man who had often desired to 
own the wild ponies, and the cook traded them off to him for two 
horses that looked exactly like them. Then he brought the tame horses 
back at night. When he arrived, he went to the king. ‘The horses 
are here,” he said. ‘‘Youcan tell your servant, the watchman, to take 
care of them.”’ The king whispered very softly, “I’ll have him do so 
at once.” Then he gave his cook his royal coat. 

In the mean time the watchman wondered how he could make more 
trouble for the new cook, in order to have him killed: so he planned 
to tell the king to give another order. 

The king had long known that in the middle ocean there was a 
dwelling-place of a great queen, and no one could ever get to her. 
So the watchman approached the king, and told him secretly that the 
new cook could go and bring the queen to his home. The home of 
this queen was beautiful and large; but no one could ever approach 
it to look at it. It was made of gold that shone, and eyes had not the 
power to behold it. 
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The king knew this, but he believed his watchman: so he sent for 


the new cook, and asked him if he said that he could fetch the beautiful 
queen. ‘‘Who could ever do that? It is impossible!” said the cook, 
“If you refuse me,”’ said the king, “to-morrow morning I will have a 
rope put around your neck, and you will be hung up by it.” 

Then the cook went out and lay down, and wept for fear; but 
presently he recollected what the wonderful Horse had told him, 
So he went to their rendezvous. ‘What is the matter with you?” 
asked the Horse. ‘‘Why are you crying? You know that I have 
told you to come here and tell me your sorrows, and that I would 
help you out of the hardest of them. You may go back and tell the 
king to hurry up, and prepare and load a big ship with a cargo of goods 
and two barrels of whiskey. Then set sail to the queen’s great home. 
On your way, not far from here, you will see Indians playing lacrosse 
along the bank. Among them there are two giants. Take them 
along with you to move your boat with one of your men.” 

Then the cook set sail. And when he found the giants, he gave 
to each a barrel of whiskey to drink, and they rowed for him; and the 
cook with one of his own men sat like passengers enjoying the ride, 
while the giants sped the boat forward. ‘If I manage to get the queen 
aboard,” said the cook, “‘you giants will then sail up and turn the 
boat around, to confuse her, and row to the shore.”” Then he said to 
the other man, “ You will hurry up and lock her doors with your keys, 
so she can’t run back.” 

When the boat arrived, the queen opened her door and looked out, 
and she saw the cook was a beautiful, handsome man. ‘Come in 
and see my house,” invited the queen, pleased at the sight. So the 
cook went in, and saw great treasures of all description in abundance. 

“Come back to my ship and see my goods, and if you don’t care 
to buy of me (as I see you have more than I), I would like to have 
you visit me anyway,” said the cook to the queen. 

“Well,” said the queen, “I am not in need of anything, as I have 
all that is necessary.” 

“Come anyway,” urged the cook. “I have come and seen your 
things, and you ought to make a return visit, as I have some silk 
ribbon hose that are very nice.” 

As the queen did not have any of them, she said, “I will go back 
and look at them.’”’ So she locked her door, but left the kitchen-door 
open, and went into the boat. Then the cook pretended to look for 
the silk stockings, but could not find them right away. After a 
while, however, he produced them, and the queen bought them. 
After she bought them, she wanted to go back to her home; but, when 
she would have left the boat, she found that they were already out of 
sight of her home, in the middle of the ocean. 
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When she saw this, she threw her keys into the water. The giants 
headed shoreward, and landed near where the king lived; and then 
the cook went out to tell his master. ‘I have brought the queen to 
you, now marry her.” The king went to the boat, but he could not 
get the queen to leave it: so he returned to his home. Then the cook 
went, and he easily brought the woman as far as the kitchen. 

The queen refused to marry the king, and he, in desperation, tried 
to make himself beautiful. He washed his face and his head so much, 
that soon all his hair came out and left him bald, and in the mean time 
he gave the cook his overcoat as a reward. The watchman, who 
happened to be near the queen, heard her say that she wished her 
house was near by: so he ran and told the king all that the queen had 
said, and he added, that she had said that, if she could only have her 
house, she would marry the king. 

The next day the king told the cook to go and get the queen’s 
beautiful house, and bring it there. ‘‘Who could do that?” said the 
cook. “It is impossib!e!’”’— “Well, if you don’t do it, you will hang 
for it,’ said the king. The cook was sad, and lay down and wept. 
Then he thought of his Horse that had given his assistance. Then 
he got up, and went to the place where the Horse told him to! [go. 
The cook, following the advice of the Horse, secured the removal of 
the house. But the king, far from being satisfied, allowed the watch- 
man to persuade him to send the cook after a bunch of keys that were 
at the bottom of the ocean. The cook demurred; but the king cried, 
“Tf you fail,] I will have a rope put on your neck, and you will hang 
up.” And the cook went away, and lay down and wept, and forgot 
everything that the Horse had told him for a time, and then he 
remembered: so he went to the place where his protector was. 

This time the Horse told him to sail out into the middle ocean until 
he came to a place where he could see a school of minnows, like shiners, 
jumping out of the deep water. The Horse told him to throw a little 
piece of paper to the fishes. When the cook did this, the minnows 
were heard to say to each other, ‘Hurrah! The first one who fetches 
up the keys will be the king of all fishes.” And while the cook’s 
boat was waiting, the keys flew up out of the water into the bow of 
the boat, and hung there, jingling, where they were thrown by the 
silver-bass. 

Then the cook turned around and sailed back homeward. He threw 
the keys to the king, telling him, ‘‘Now marry the queen, but first 
have your dear servant the watchman scour the rust off the keys.” 
Then the king ordered the watchman to clean the keys, so that they 
would shine; and the watchman worked on them one whole day. 


1 Here a page of manuscript is missing, the substance of which is contained in the fol- 
lowing bracketed matter. 
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When they were finished, he took them to the queen, and when he came 
back, he made up another lie, saying, “If you will have your good 
servant sit on a keg of powder, and dissolve some of the powder in 
the water, and daub it all over his body, you can blow him up without 
injury.” 

Then the king called the cook, and said to him, ‘To-morrow | 
will have you blown up with gunpowder, and then the queen will 
surely marry me.’’ The cook was frightened, and he ran weeping 
to the Horse; and the Horse gave him part of his power, which was 
the sweat of his body, wrapped up ina piece of paper He told the 
cook to dissolve this in the evening, and to bathe himself in it just 
before he went to bed, and he would become handsome. When he 
had washed himself, he appeared before the king, who got ready to 
blow him up, which he did; and as the smoke eddied away, the cook 
was still alive and very handsome. In the mean time the queen was 
looking on from her mansion, and wondering what was being done, 
when she saw the volumes of smoke rise up. 

When the king saw that his servant, the cook, was so handsome, he 
said to him, ‘To-morrow morning you will have to blow me up with 
gunpowder, since you are so pretty.”” Then the king washed himself 
that night, and told the cook to hurry up and blow him up the following 
morning. Then the king went through the same performance, and 
was blown to atoms, and nothing was seen of him; and the queen came 
running down with a hatchet, and killed the watchman who caused all 
the trouble through his lies. Then she returned to her home, and the 
cook went back to visit his friend the Horse. The Horse told him, 
“‘T have done enough; I will part from you. And now you may marty 
that goddess queen-woman, and remain with her forever.” 

This is the end. 


AMERICAN MUSEUM OF NATURAL History, 
New York. 
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EUROPEAN FOLK-TALES AMONG THE PENOBSCOT 
BY FRANK G. SPECK 


I. THE DISOBEDIENT BOY WHO BECAME A PRINCE 


HERE camps my story. A young man lived with his parents in a 
camp in the woods. Near by there was a mountain which his father 
told th: boy never to cross, because trouble would come to him if he 
did. but one day when the boy was hunting, thinking it no harm, he 
went across the mountain. Looking around, he saw a new country. 
Just then a caribou appeared in front of him, and as he was about to 
shoot it, the Caribou said, ‘If you shoot me, you will some day kill 
your father.” But the boy shot. When he had cleaned the meat, he 
heard the sound of chopping in the distance, and, thinking people 
were there, went down and found a lot of white men cutting down 
trees. When he talked with them, he learned that they had come 
from the king’s country, and had a ship in the harbor, on which they 
were loading wood. The boy asked if he could go with them, and 
they gave him a job. When the boat was loaded, they sailed across 
the sea and landed in the king’s country. Now the boy had only a 
little money, and so started out to get work. He worked a long while 
for a man, and at the end of his time the man gave him a penny, and 
the boy started travelling. Before he had gone far, he met a very old 
man sitting by the roadside, who begged help of him as he came along. 
So the boy divided his penny with the old man. ‘‘ Now,” said the 
old man, ‘‘ you have been good to me, you are a good boy, and I will 
help you. Here are two sticks which will do whatever you tell them 
to do any time. Take care of them.” With this the old man gave 
him a pair of sticks carved like a man and a woman. 

When night came on, the boy stopped at a farmhouse; but, before 
going to sleep, he made the sticks dance for amusement, and later put 
them by his bed and told them to keep watch. During the night the 
farmer and his wife came to rob the boy, and the sticks jumped up 
and began pounding the farmer and his wife. They did not stop 
until the farmer promised to give the boy his old white horse. In 
the morning the boy took the horse and rode on his way. This was a 
magic horse, and every time he defecated he dropped gold-pieces. 
The boy got lots of gold, and travelled on. 

Pretty soon he met another poor old man who begged help from him, 
and the boy gave him nearly all that he had. Soon bad luck came to 
him. His horse was stolen. As he went along after this, he had almost 
nothing, when an old man, like the first one, stopped him and said, 
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“You have been so good to me twice, that this time I will give you 
this little wagon. Every time you wish anything, get into this wagon, 
ride around in it, and your wish will be filled. Now, good-by.” 

Soon the boy got to London in his wonderful wagon, and was riding 
up and down the streets like some wonderful prince, everybody looking 
at him. It was only a small wagon, hardly large enough for his foot; 
but he went very fast. As he rode past the king’s palace, the king’s 
daughter heard the talk on the street, and looked out of her window 
to see what was coming by. Now, the boy, when he saw the beautiful 
girl, pointed his finger at her as he went by in his wagon. It was not 
long before the princess became pregnant and gave birth to a boy, 
The king was very angry; but he did not know how to find the child’s 
father, until he was told that the child was born with a gold apple in 
its hand. A wise man told the king to call together all the men, and 
the one to whom the child handed the apple would be its father. The 
king called all the men of his kingdom to the palace, and all the suitors 
of the princess were wishing that the baby would hand them the apple; 
but each one passed by without anything happening, until the boy’s 
turn came and the baby handed him the apple. The king was very 
angry to have to let his daughter marry an unknown man. So he 
declared, that, before the marriage could take place, all the suitors 
would have to go out in the world and get gold. The one who came 
home a year from that day, with the most gold, was to have the 
princess. 

Now the young man did not know what to do, so, with his little 
wagon, he strolled down by the water to think. On the shore he saw 
the hulk of an old boat. Thenanideacametohim. He got a friend, 
and made an arrangement with him to sail to the gold-country and get 
a load of gold. The friend did not believe he could make the old 
boat good; but the young man got into his little wagon, rode up and 
down, and wished the boat a big vessel, and so it was. Together they 
set sail, and began sailing to the gold-country. Before long a great 
storm came up, and water came into the boat. They expected to sink, 
and the boy’s friend sat down crying. ‘‘ Never mind,” said the young 
man, “we will get through all right.’””’ And he began riding up and 
down the deck, wishing for a crew, until he had enough to handie the 
boat and ride out the storm. For a year they were gone, and he 
wished the boat full of gold to the gunwales. Upon the day set for 
the return, the other suitors came home, with different amounts of 
gold, and anchored in the harbor. The king was very glad to see that 
the Indian boy had not yet come, and hoped that he was lost. But 
at the last minute the boy and his boat, the largest of all and filled to 
the top with gold, came along. Now the king was angry, and began to 
plan how he could kill the boy before the marriage. 
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Then an invitation came from the boy for the king to come aboard 
and see the gold. The king took some soldiers with him and went, 
hoping to get a chance to kill him. But the boy was wise, and planned 
with his own men so that the king should stumble and fall when he 
tried to get aboard the stairway to the ship. When the king started 
to come up, they tripped him, and as he was about to fall into the 
water and drown, the boy dragged him out. Now, the king was glad 
to have his life saved. That day, when all the suitors showed their 
gold, the boy had more than all put together, and so was married to 
the princess and lived in the castle with his wife and son. So he be- 
came a prince, but he used to love to go away for weeks at a time, hunt- 
inginhisold way. One time, while away hunting, his mother and father 
arrived from across the sea to visit him. They had heard of his great 
success. They arrived while he was gone, and the king put them to 
sleep in the prince’s bed-room. The young prince came home one 
night suddenly, and went to his bed-room. He heard some people 
talking in his bed, and listened. He thought there was some man 
sleeping with his wife, and he drew his sword and cut at the man in 
the bed. Then he discovered that it was his own father he had killed, 
as the Caribou had said. Here it ends. 


2. THE OLD DRUNKARD WHO BECAME THE KING’S GENERAL 


There was once an old Indian who spent most of his time drinking. 
One day when he awoke from a drunken night’s sleep, he found himself 
lying in his vomit, and swarms of flies crawling over him. When he 
got up to go about his business, he encountered a friend, who saw the 
flies covering his bare back. His friend slapped his back, smearing 
the dead flies in blotches. As the old man went along, he was proud 
of the spots on his back when people would turn about to stare at him 
as he passed by. Pretty soon he began telling people that the spots on 
his back stood for the number of enemies he had killed, he was so brave 
aman.'! So he got the name of being a terrible warrior as he went on. 
By and by he came to the king’s (Kindjdmes*) country, where a great 
war was being fought between the king’s soldiers and the enemies, 
who were trying to take the land. When the king heard that such a 
great man was in his country, he sent for him. Now, the old man 
became very much frightened when he found that the king thought 
he was so brave. So when the king told him that he admired such a 
brave man, who had killed so many enemies, the old man was afraid, 
and tried todeny hisfame. But the king would not hear of his backing 
down. “I am sure you are brave, because you are so modest,”’ said 

1 The Penobscots used to paint emblems representing exploits upon their backs. 


2 Kindjémes (‘‘King James’’), the term for “king,”’ derived from King James I of 
England, 1566-1625. 
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he, “‘and I want you to lead my soldiers.”” So the king had the old 
man put upon a big white horse, and sent some soldiers with him to 
show him where the fighting was going on. The old man tried to back 
out, but they would not listen to him. So he had to start off to the 
fighting. As they came nearer, the noise could be heard, — all kinds 
of noises of fighting; and the old man got more and more frightened, 
Pretty soon the big white horse took fright and began tearing toward 
the battle. He was a great war-horse. The poor old man clung for 
his life. Now as they swept along, they dashed right through a 
burying-ground with the big wooden crosses, like trees, among the 
graves. As the big horse dashed beneath the arms of one of these 
crosses, the old man grabbed at it to get off the horse. But the old 
cross was rotten underneath, and it broke off at the ground when he 
grabbed it; and there he was tearing toward the battle on the big 
horse, carrying the big cross in his arms. As-he came near, the king’s 
army was being driven back; and the soldiers cheered him, and opened 
a way for him to pass through toward the enemy. He was nearly dead 
with fright. But when the enemy saw the big white horse and the 
man with the cross coming against them, they fell upon their knees 
and gave up. So the king’s soldiers won the battle, and the old man 
was made the king’s great general for his bravery.! 


PHILADELPHIA, Pa. 


1 Compare E. Cosquin, “Le Tailleur et le Géant” (Romania, vol. v, 1876, p. 350, and 
notes); a version from Chile in Biblioteca de Tradiciones populares de Espafia, vol. i, 1884 
p. 121. 
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TWENTY-FOURTH ANNUAL MEETING OF THE AMERICAN 
FOLK-LORE SOCIETY 


Tue Twenty-Fourth Annual Meeting of the American Folk-Lore 
Society was held on Jan. 1, 1913, at 10 A.M., in the Chemical Laboratory 
of the Case School of Applied Science, Cleveland, O., where the Society 
met in affiliation with the American Anthropological Association and 
the American Association for the Advancement of Science. 

The meeting was called to order by the Secretary, Dr. Charles 
Peabody. 

Communications were presented as follows: 

Miss ELEANOR HacueE, “ Notes on Ballad-Collecting.” 

Dr. GeorGE A. Dorsey, ‘Notes on Types of Conflicts in the 
Orient.” 

Professor GEORGE FREDERICK WriGurt, “‘ Mongolian Notes;’ “‘ Pres- 
entation of Heffer’s Animal Forms in Stone from Texas.” 

Puittirs Barry, ‘The Father and Son Combat in British Bal- 
ladry” (read by the Secretary). 

Mock Joya, “‘The Japanese New Year”’ (read by title). 

The following officers were elected: 

PRESIDENT, Professor John A. Lomax, University of Texas, Austin. 

First VICE-PRESIDENT, Professor G. L. Kittredge, Harvard Uni- 
versity, Cambridge, Mass. 

SECOND VICE-PRESIDENT, Professor J. Walter Fewkes, Smithsonian 
Institution, Washington, D.C. 

PERMANENT SECRETARY, Dr. Charles Peabody, Cambridge, Mass. 

TREASURER, Mr. Eliot W. Remick, 300 Marlborough Street, Boston, 
Mass. 

Epitor, Professor Franz Boas, Columbia University, New York. 

Epitor of ‘Current Anthropological Literature’’ (for the Society), 
Dr. R. H. Lowie, American useum of Natural History, New York. 

CouncILLors. For three years: Phillips Barry, J. B. Fletcher, A. 
F. Chamberlain. For two years: R. H. Lowie, E. K. Putnam, A. M. 
Tozzer. For one year: P. E. Goddard, Mrs. Zelia Nuttall, S. A. 
Barrett. Past Presidents: Roland B. Dixon, J. R. Swanton, H. M. 
Belden. Presidents of local branches: F. W. Putnam, W. F. Harris, 
A. C. L. Brown, Miss Mary A. Owen, Joseph Jacobs, Robert A. Law. 

On motion of Dr. Lowie, Resolutions were adopted on the death of 
Andrew Lang, expressing appreciation and sympathy. It was voted 
that the time and place of the next Annual Meeting be left to the 
decision of the Council to be held in the spring of 1913, the place to 
be determined after consultation with the Council of the American 
Anthropological Association. 
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SECRETARY’S REPORT 
The membership of the Society and the subscribing libraries present 


the following statistics: 
41912 
14 
Io 
340 
149 
CHARLES PEABODY, Secretary. 


TREASURER’S REPORT! 


Balance from last statement 

Receipts from annual dues for the year 1913 

Receipts from annual dues for the year 1912 

Receipts from annual dues for the year 1911 

Receipts from annual dues for the year 1910 

Receipts from annual dues for the year 1909 

Receipts from life-membership dues 

Subscriptions to the Publication Fund for the year 1912 
Subscriptions to the Publication Fund for the year 1913 
Sales of Memoirs through Houghton, Mifflin Company 
Sales of Memoirs through Secretary 

Sales of Journal ? through agencies. 

Dr. Felix Grendon, Brooklyn, N. Y., reprints 

Interest, Old Colony Trust Company, Boston, Mass 


DISBURSEMENTS 


The New Era Printing Company, Lancaster, Pa., for manufacturing Journal of 
American Folk-Lore, Nos. 92-95 

American Anthropological Association, cost of composition of ‘‘Current Anthro- 
pological Literature” 

Storage of catalogue, ‘Tenth Memoir,”’ for one year 

Refund to Marietta College Library 

Refund to Miss Grace E. Barnard, dues for the year 1911 

H. M. Hight, Boston, Mass., for printing envelopes 

Treasurer's postage 

Rebate to Cambridge Branch (M. L. Fernald, Treasurer, Cambridge, Mass.)... 

Rebate to Boston Branch (S. B. Dean, Treasurer, Boston, Mass.)............. 

Rebate to Missouri Branch (Miss Idress Head, Treasurer, St. Louis, Mo.) 

Rebate to Illinois Branch (H. S. V. Jones, Treasurer, Urbana, Ill.)............ 

Rebate to New York Branch (Stansbury Hagar, Treasurer, New York, N. Y.).. 

Rebate to Texas Branch (Miss Ethel Hibbs, Treasurer, Galveston, Tex.)...... 

Old Colony Trust Company, Boston, Mass., for collecting checks 


Balance to new account 


W. Remick, Treasurer. 


Audited: CHARLES PEABODY, 
ALFRED M. TozzeEr. 


1 This covers the period from Dec. 21, 1911, to Dec. 27, 1912. 

2 Our current receipts for the year 1912 from the Journal of American Folk-Lore were 
$1400.52, while the current expenses for the cost of manufacturing the Journal for the 
same time amounted to $1685.06. 
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REPORT OF EDITOR OF THE JOURNAL OF AMERICAN FOLK-LORE 


In accordance with a vote passed at the Annual Meeting, 1911, of 
the American Folk-Lore Society, the bibliographical and review part 
of the Journal has been combined with the corresponding part of the 
“American Anthropologist,’”’ and is furnished to members in the form 
of a separate publication. Accordingly, a considerable number of 
pages of the Journal hitherto devoted to bibliographical matter have 
been made free for contributions; and the total number of pages of 
the Journal for the past year has been reduced correspondingly, so 
that, instead of 460 pages, the Journal embraces during the present 
year 384 pages, —the same size which it used to have in former 
years, with the difference, however, that the whole contents are 
devoted to contributions. This represents a gain of 48 pages for 
contributions. 

It has been the constant endeavor of the Editor to make the 
Journal as strictly as possible a folk-lore journal, and to discourage 
the contribution of more general anthropological matter, which 
finds its place more properly in the pages of the “‘American Anthro- 
pologist.” He believes this continued policy finds expression in the 
character of the Journal. It should be our endeavor to cultivate 
the folk-lore of all the various peoples inhabiting the American Con- 
tinent, — Indians, English, French, Spanish, and other European 
nationalities, and Negroes. Thanks to the valuable assistance of 
Professor Kittredge, the department of English folk-lore, particularly 
in reference to folk-poetry, has shown remarkable development during 
the last few years. To a certain extent we have also been able to 
stimulate investigation on Negro folk-lore, although much more should 
be done on this line. For the past three years the Editor has endeav- 
ored particularly to develop a department of Spanish folk-lore, and 
much material is now coming in relating to this important subject. 

Unfortunately, the printing of the index for the first twenty volumes 
of the Journal has not been taken up yet, owing to lack of funds. 
The Editor believes that the index will be of great help in making the 
Journal available to students, and that every effort should be made to 
provide the means necessary for its publication. 

Franz Boas, Editor. 


REPORT OF EDITORS OF ‘‘CURRENT ANTHROPOLOGICAL LITERATURE” 


From the time of its foundation, at last year’s Annual Meeting, 
there have appeared two numbers of “Current Anthropological Liter- 
ature,” representing a total of 176 pages. The third issue is in galley 
proof, and the sheets will soon be returned to the printers for make-up. 

According to agreement between the two editors appointed at the 
Washington meeting, ‘Periodical Literature’? remained under the 
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supervision of Professor Chamberlain; while the section on reviews, 
and the general management of the new Journal, were intrusted to 
Dr. Lowie. The managing Editor wishes to express his appreciation 
of the help repeatedly and ungrudgingly given by Mr. F. W. Hodge, 
whose long experience in editorial matters enabled him to give advice 
on many practical difficulties that stood in the way of the success of 
the new publication. 

Acknowledgment is also due to the writers of reviews, and especially 
to those who have generously sent in voluntary contributions on works 
that had not been received by the Editors, but were too important to 
be ignored in a review publication. 

Unfortunately the managing Editor has not yet succeeded in bring- 
ing to terms reviewers who accept works for review, and then do not 
furnish the promised notice, sometimes for years. The Editor has 
followed Dr. Swanton’s advice, and kept a check-list of works sent in. 
He feels very keenly his responsibilities to the publishers and authors 
who furnish books for review, and has in some instances written three 
times to the would-be reviewers. Nevertheless, there does not seem 
to be any remedy beyond that of furnishing double reviews of the same 
work, — one to be written by the editors or some one directly under 
their control, and giving a superficial notice that shall satisfy the pub- 
lisher; and a second, thorough-going account, to be penned, if possible, 
by a specialist in the field dealt with. The Editors invite discussion 
and advice on this important question and on the suggestion just made, 

So far as the scientific conduct of “Current Anthropological Litera- 
ture” is concerned, the aim of the Editors has been to secure fair and 
at the same time fearless expressions of opinion on new works, from 
the modern scientific point of view. This is especially desirable in a 
relatively new science like anthropology, where the principles of 
scientific method have not yet permeated all collaborators, and need 
to be constantly emphasized. Not only is this essential for the 
professional students, but also for that large body of outsiders who 
often make noteworthy contributions, but are hampered by the popular 
fallacies of what might be called “folk-anthropology.” To expose 
this seems one of the worthiest aims of ‘Current Anthropological 
Literature.” A specific recommendation which the managing Editor 
would like to make is, that properly qualified students should furnish 
reviews, not merely of individual books, but of the progress made in 
certain large fields during a fixed period, say the last two or three 
years. Such résumés are common in the German psychological 
journals. The articles contributed to the ‘‘ American Anthropologist” 
by Professor MacCurdy, and dealing with progress in European 
archeology, indicate the type of contribution here suggested. Corre- 
sponding summaries of what has been achieved in physical anthro- 
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pology, in the wider problems of linguistics, as well as in the study of 
social organization and of the several large ethnographic areas, would 
do much to break down the bulkheads that confine the individual 
worker under the present pressure of specialist work. 

Finally, a few words should be devoted to the financial side of our 
publication. From an unofficial statement by the Treasurer of the 
American Anthropological Association, it would appear that the cost 
of issuing ‘‘ Current Anthropological Literature” as a joint publication 
of the Association and the American Folk-Lore Society, is considerably 
greater than the cost of publishing separately the review and period- 
ical literature section of the “American Anthropologist” and “‘The 
Journal of American Folk-Lore.” The reason for this difference, 
however, is not at all clear. Taking the issues of the Anthropologist 
for the last three years preceding the foundation of ‘Current Anthro- 
pological Literature,” we find an average yearly output of 765 pages, 
of which about 164 pages were devoted to book-reviews, lists of new 
publications, and periodical literature. During the same years, the 
average output of “The Journal of American Folk-Lore” was 470 
pages; but, as periodical literature was omitted in 1909, we can con- 
sider only the output for 1910 and 1911, which averaged 479 pages, and 
126 pages for review matter. This, however, is the same material that 
is published in the “‘American Anthropologist.”” The total amount of 
this matter in both journals was thus 164 pages, which was printed in 
the two journals. The total number of pages in the two numbers of 
“Current Anthropological Literature” is 176, on which basis the annual 
size would be 352 pages. The difference is thus merely 188 pages 
annually; and it should be noted, that, had the publication of reviews 
remained under the old system, a considerable increase of the space to 
be devoted to reviews would have been imperative. To make up for 
this difference, “The Journal of American Folk-Lore” has decreased 
its size by 76 pages. For the Folk-Lore Society the publication of 
“Current Anthropological Literature” results, therefore, in 112 pages 
more published matter annually, of which 48 pages are available for 
contributions, 64 for bibliography and reviews. 

Rosert H. Lowie 
ALEXANDER F. CHAMBERLAIN 


Editors. 


A special meeting was called on Thursday morning, Jan. 2, 1913, 
in the Case School of Applied Science, at 11 A.M. At this meeting, the 
presidential address— ‘Stories of an African Prince,’ by John A. 
Lomax — was read by the Secretary. 

CHARLES PEABODY, Secretary. 
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LOCAL MEETING 


KENTUCKY BRANCH 


Tue Kentucky Folk-Lore Society was organized the 3d of December, 1912, 
at a meeting of the Kentucky College Association in Lexington. Because 
of the congestion of events at this meeting, the organization of the Society 
was necessarily hurried. We were able, however, to make a beginning with 
thirty-five members, and also to advertise the Society somewhat among 
those whose names, for one reason or another, were not obtained for member- 
ship. Officers were elected as follows: President, Professor H. G. Shearin 
of Transylvania University; Vice- Presidents, Professor T. T. Jones of 
Kentucky State University, Professor R. S. Cottrill of Kentucky Wesleyan 
College, Professor C. B. Robertson of Berea College; Secretary, Professor 
D. L. Thomas of Central University; Treasurer, Professor E. B. Fowler 
of Georgetown College. Since the date of organization, circulars explana- 
tory of the proposed work of the Society and soliciting new eligible members, 
have been sent to four hundred or more people in Kentucky, — teachers, 
ministers, lawyers, editors, and others. The list of charter members is 
held open until the 15th of April, 1913. The officers will have a meeting 
this month to determine on a time of an annual meeting and to discuss plans 
for stimulating work. Kentucky is rich in folk-lore material. Some work 
has been done of late in the folk-lore of this State, as is shown by the recently 
published results of investigations by Dr. H. G. Shearin of Transylvania 
University, and by Professor E. C. Perrow of the University of Louisville, 
but much remains to be done. Professor Perrow and Dr. Shearin have been 
very successful in collecting folk-songs, some of them old-country ballads. 
Since the recent organization of the Kentucky Folk-Lore Society, fresh 
impulse has been given to such work; and a number of people are now seek- 
ing one or another kind of folk-lore material in this State. It is hoped that 
some of their results may be published in The Journal of American Folk- 
Lore. 


D. L. Tuomas, Secretary. 
CENTRAL UNIVERSITY, 


APRIL 2, I913. 
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NOTES AND QUERIES 


Oytpwa TALES FROM SAULT STE. MariE, Micu.—The following tales 
were recorded as nearly as possible in the way in which they were told to 
me by members of the Johnston family of the Ojibwa. 


1. The Pine (Old Zhing-wauk).— A long time ago all the tribes went 
South (‘‘Southing,”’ as they call it) to have a council about giving up medi- 
cine-making. Word was sent to all to come, and all the “prophets” 
came. Some of the Indians thought medicine-making was wrong, and did 
not want it, but others did. It was their way of revenging themselves; 
and if any one was suspected of being able to do it, he was feared by all. 
If the parents of a young man asked the parents of a young girl for her in 
marriage, they did not dare refuse, for fear he would do some mischief to 
them. Soa great many times a girl had to marry a man she did not want 
to marry, which was wrong. But it was their way: they knew no better. 

At this council they were to destroy all poisonous, bad medicines, and 
keep good ones. A big fire was burning all the time, and the people threw 
the medicines into it. Some had big medicines round their necks, and some 
had small ones. They were all sorts of things, — feathers, bones, hair, and 
such things. 

Those that did this had to go and bathe in the river every day; even little 
babies tied in cradles were bathed. No one was compelled to do it; but it 
was like baptism, —a change, —and all joined a band of those who did it. 

One old man (Zhing-wauk) and his wife lived down near here when we 
were children. We were afraid of him, and I guess he was bad. He was 
lame, and his wife was blind; and I used to see them in their bark canoe, he 
guiding, and she paddling. The way he became lame was by making bad 
medicine, and it was this way: — 

He wanted to do mischief to some one; so he put on the skin of a bear 
and went to the lodge where a number of people were, among them the 
person he wanted to have revengeon. These people who can “ do” medicine 
can put everybody to sleep. 

There was one who was not asleep in the lodge, and he saw the door open, 
and a bear come in, belching fire. He knew he was up to some mischief, 
and was very brave and seized the bear. Zhing-wauk begged to be let go, 
but this brave man would not let him. So they struggled, and finally got 
out of the lodge and fought outside. 

The old fellow got away after a while, and was lame ever after. He 
became worse as time went on, had to use a cane, and then could not get 
along at all. He died, and was buried over on West Neebish, near the river 
Mush-ko-ga-zah-gung. 

Once some French women (part Indian) came down berrying, and camped 
on the west shore. They did not know he was buried there. They went 
to sleep, and in the middle of the night were wakened by an awful noise. 
There are no wild animals to make a noise around there, and they were 
dreadfully frightened. So they just pulled up stakes and went away. 
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When the old woman heard of it, she said, ‘‘Why, that was my old man! 
It was to be expected that he would be walking around his grave.” 

She lived to be a hundred, I guess, and was taken care of by a half-breed 
woman. She was as jolly as could be, always cheerful and laughing, and 
yet all was dark to her, she could see nothing! Finally she died, but I do 
not think they took the trouble to bring her down and bury her near her 
old man. — Told by Omiskobuhgoqua (Red- Leaf-Woman). 


2. The White Swan. — An Indian boy used to live on this island, and set 
his traps down on the farther shore, and paddle in his canoe past this very 
place every morning, on his way to look at his traps. 

One day he was passing, and saw a beautiful young white girl standing in 
the rushes near a canoe. He wondered who she was, and heard she was the 
daughter of an Englishman who lived near there. Soon he began to see 
her every day, and they became acquainted. He passed so often, that they 
knew each other quite well soon, and fell in love. He called her “The 
White Swan”’ because she was so perfect. After a while they were planning 
to get married. 

One day he went down the river, and looked for her where her canoe was 
fastened. She was not there, and he went on and visited his traps. While 
he was leaning over one of them, he heard a “‘ Whoosh!” in the air above him, 
and he looked up and sawa whiteswan. It flew eastward, and he watched it. 

When he came to his English girl’s canoe, she was not there, and he felt 
very bad. Then he went to see the chief, and asked him what the white swan 
meant. You know the chiefs can tell what any unusual thing means, like 
a dream or strange happenings. So the old chief said, ‘‘ You will never see 
your English girl again. She has gone away.” 

The young man found it was'true. Her parents had been afraid she 
would think too much of the young Indian. Such a marriage would never 
do. So they had taken her back to England, and he never saw her again. 
He is living now, —a very old man, alone and sorrowful. — Told by Muh- 
kuh-da Ga-kak (Black Hawk). 


3. A Journey to the Land of the Soul.— My gran'father live op on the big lake 
an’ no one near. So when he got three chil’ren, he make op his min’ that 
he have to go trading to Montreal. So my gran’mother, she pack op an’ 
they go. 

Long time it take — no big steamers then, no railroads, no — they go with 
canoe. Well, they live there, an’ bomby come the small-pox. The cbhil’ren 
they have it, an’ the mother she have it, an’ she very sick. So pretty soon 
she die. They think she die. 

Well, they fix her, dress her an’ all, an’ goin’ to have the fun’ral nex’ 
day. But my gran’father he feel so bad —so bad —he go look at her, an’ 
he pass his han’ over her, an’ he fin’ a warm place jus’ over her heart. 
All the res’ of her so col’, col’, jus’ a corpse. An’ he say, ‘She sha’n’t be 
buried! She’snot dead! Getthe doctor!’’ Jus’ so he said, ‘Get the doctor!” 

So they got the doctor, an’ he feel of her, an’ he fin’ the warm spot, an’ 
he don’ know. So they rub her an’ rub her, an’ try to put things in her 
mouth, but they can’t open it. Well, this keep on for days an’ weeks, an’ 
so on. All the time they work over her, but can’t wake her; she was jus’ 
a corpse, only the warm place over her heart. They do all kinds of things, 
doctors an’ everybody; an’ my gran’father he say she was ’live. 


Notes and Queries 93 


But she didn’t know they was after her. She didn’t know anything that 
went on, jus’ like a corpse. Bomby the warm spot grow a little larger an’ 
a little larger, and spread all over her breas’, very slow. So they work over 
her all the time. She was sick in the fall, an’ she lie like that till spring. 

One day she open her eyes an’ see my gran’father, an’ she say, “Give 
me some soup!” jus’ like that. So they make some broth an’ give her, an’ 
she ate it an’ began to grow better. 

Well, the ol’ man, he ask her an’ ask her to tell where she had been, but 
she wouldn’t tell. Long time she wouldn’t tell, but bomby she tell my 
mother. Like this: — 

I was walking down a road an’ I saw a woman an’ a little dog. She 
say to me, “‘Come ‘long!’ an’ I didn’t want to, but she get behin’ me an’ 
push me, an’ I have to go. Well, we walk ‘long an’ walk ‘long, an’ bomby 
we saw something! When we come near, it was two chil’ren, —a little 
boy, an’ baby in a cradle, strapped on a board, Indian fashion. The little 
boy was running ‘long, an’ the cradle was going ‘long, jumping, — firs’ one 
end, then the other end, like leaping. I wanted to stop an’ speak to the 
little boy; but the woman she say, ‘Go on, go on!”” So I had to go on. 

Bomby I hear a noise like rapids, an’ pretty soon we come to a great 
river with rapids, an’ I wonder if we had to cross it. The woman say, 
“Come this way!’’ an’ I saw a big tree fallen down, crossing the rapids, 
the roots up in the air, an’ all. So we crossed over, an’ I look back to see 
the chil’ren; but they were nowhere, an’ there was a great snake with horns, 
like the Indians say is in the waters. That was what I thought was a tree. 

Well, I wonder where the chil’ren were; but this woman she say, ‘“‘Go 
on, go on!” an’ I had to go on. Bomby I saw something in the dis- 
tance: I don’t know what it is, but it was big, big; an’ when we come 
nearer, it was two great oxen. They stan’ on the side of the road, — 
one on this side, one on that side, —so, an’ they blow fire ’cross the 
road all the time. I was 'fraid to go pas’; but the woman she push 
me, an’ say, ‘“‘Go on! They won’t touch us!’’ So we went pas’ an’ 
didn’t burn. Well, I was pretty tired, an’ so the woman she say, ‘‘ We'll rest 
a while.”” So we sat down by the road an’ rest. Then she say, “‘Come, we 
mus’ go!’”’ So we went on. 

Then I saw something big by the road; an’ when we come up, it was two 
tall men with axes raised over their heads, like they would strike us. But 
the woman say, ‘‘Come on! They won’t hurt us, come on!” So we went 
on, an’ bomby I hear dogs barking an’ howling, —a lot of dogs, — but I 
can see nothing. An’ I say, “‘What is that?’’ An’ the woman she say, “ That 
is the Village of Dogs. Come on, they won’t hurt you.” 

So we went on; an’ when we come to it, I hear dogs barking an’ fighting 
an’ howling all up an’ down a long ways, but I see nothing an’ we pass 
through the village. The little dog with us, he was scared an’ run between 
us an’ keep out of sight. Well, we pass through the village an’ get ’way on 
the other side, an’ never see nothing. 

We went ‘long an’ went ‘long, till bomby I heard singing an’ the drum, 
an’ saw a big light. Pretty soon we come to where we could see, an’ it 
was a fire an’ a whole pile of people dancing an’ pushing each other, an’ 
somebody beat the drum an’ they sing. We try to get close 'nough to see 
who they are; but they wouldn’t let us, jus’ dance an’ fly 'way, an’ bomby 
they was over there. 
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I was pretty hungry, an’ the woman say, “Come to your gran’mother’s 
lodge! She will give us something.”” So we went to a lodge an’ raise the 
curtain, an’ there was an ol’ woman sitting with her back to the door. We 
sat down at the other side the lodge, an’ she not look ’roun’ at all. 

Bomby I say, ‘‘Grandmother, give me something to eat!’’ Then she take 
two wooden dishes like the Indians use, an’ put in front of her on the ground, 
an’ pull some bags from a pile of ’em, an’ begin to unroll ’em. She took 
something out of one an’ begin to cut it op, an’ it look like dried meat, 
She fill one dish with the meat, an’ take what look like tallow from one 
bag an’ cut it op in the other dish. I saw her, an’ thought, ‘‘ Now I will 
have a good meal.” 

When the dishes were full, the ol’ woman push them behin’ her towards 
us, but didn’t look ’round. I took a piece of the dried meat an’ put it up 
to my mouth, when I saw it was jus’ a piece of hemlock-bark. But the 
woman was eating it, an’ I jus’ put it down, an’ the little dog ate it. Then 
I took a piece of tallow, an’ it was bark too. So I put it down for the dog, 
an’ he ate it. So we kep’ on till the food was all gone, an’ we put the dishes 
down by the ol’ woman. She picked ’em up an’ threw them into the corner, 
an’ got up an’ went out the lodge. 

We went out too. When we got out, she was not there, she was gone, 
There were more fires an’ people dancing, an’ we went over to one of ’em 
an’ try to see if we know anybody, but they wouldn’t let us come near. 
They jus’ sort of flew ’way an’ was over there. 

I went near, an’ there was a woman with a cradle on her back, an’ | 
know her. She was a woman I know, an’ she saw me an’ slip the strap that 
hol’ the cradle on her head, down over her eyes, so I couldn’t see her. 
Then she pull the cradle off an’ throw it at me, an’ say, ‘‘ Take your baby!” 
jus’ like that, an’ I throw it back at her, an’ say, “‘’Tain’t my baby! Take 
it!’ Then she dance, an’ the res’ all dance. When I come near, these 
people say in Indian, ‘‘’Tis a body not dead! It smell!” 

Well, we went ‘long, an’ I look 'roun’, an’ the fires an’ the people all gone. 
Then the woman an’ the dog were gone, an’ I was alone,— all alone. The 
road we had followed was there, an’ I stan’ an’ look ’roun’. 

Then I hear the ol’ man’s voice an’ my chil’ren’s. "Twas the firs’ time I 
had thought of them at all. My husban’ he say, “Keep quiet, chil’ren! 
your mother’s dead.” Then I start to go to them, an’ it was all thick, — 
thick before me, like hazel-bushes, an’ I can’t get through! So I try, an’ 
I jus’ stumble an’ fall down. Then I can’t move, an’ jus’ lie there. 

Pretty soon I hear something coming, an’ a man come on a horse an’ 
stop. He say, ‘‘Why you lie there? Get op an’ dress yourself an’ come 
to church! It is Easter Sunday.”” He throw a bundle on me, an’ I jus’ 
lay there — I couldn’t speak. So he rode on, an’ bomby an ol’ woman come 
an’ say, “What is this? Why don’t you get op?” She was a woman I 
used to know. I couldn’t do anything, an’ she went on. 

Then I could see a little star shining, an’ every day it got a little bigger 
an’ a little bigger, an’ I seem to see something awful ugly, some people. 
I couldn’t speak. I could hear, all the rubbing I couldn’t feel, no — couldn't 
tas’e the med’cines the doctors gave me. 

When I was well ’nough to be propped up in the bed, a little girl was 
sitting by me. I said, “Call the ol’ man!" So she call him, an’ I said, 
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“Go get me one of those!’’ He said, ‘‘ Why those are crows! what you want 
with a crow?” I said, “Never mind. Get your gun an’ get me one!” 
So he did, an’ I tol’ my daughter to take clear water an’ put the crow to 
boil. So she fix it, an’ it was boiling. Bomby I tol’ the little girl get a cup 
an’ dip out some broth, an’ bring to me. I drank it an’ pretty soon I tol’ 
her bring me ‘nother cup of broth, an’ I drank that. An’ then I got my 
tas’e back gain. 

Well, when I woke op, kind of, this was spring, an’ I had been ‘way, 
over there, since fall. I didn’t know they was after me or anything they had 
done. After that I got better an’ better, an’ I got well. — Told by Monahdis 
(The- Homely-One), an old woman.: 


4. Moses Greenbird’s Dream. — 1 remember old Moses Greenbird (Ozha- 
washkoobenaince), who used to tell me about his dreams. The young 
men would fast, and then dreams would come, and the animal or person 
they saw was the one to help them all their lives. So Moses Greenbird 
dreamed about a white horse. He was brought up in the Mission, and 
joined the army when the white folks had war. When he was'ready to enlist, 
he went to his grandfather, and said, ‘‘ I’m going to war.” 

“No, don’t go! You will never come back.” 

But he went, and said he must have a white horse. They were so glad 
to have an Indian soldier, they let him have the horse; and he went all through 
the war, and was not hurt. 

Way back in the ol’ days there was an awful bad Indian, the worst 
Indian that ever lived. If any one made him mad, he might as well give 
up, he was a goner. Well, this Indian would build a little lodge, — take 
four poles an’ put ’em together, an’ put others roun’ to make the lodge, 
then he’d put a canvas roun’ it. They’d have sails, you know, something 
like that. 

Well, he’d go in there an’ stay a while, an’ bomby those who helped him 
would come, — spirits or something. When he was young man, he dreamed, 
you know, an’ those he dreamed ’bout always helped him in his medicine. 
When people were sick, they’d send for him, an’ he’d visit them an’ some- 
times he’d cure them. 

No one could conquer him. They'd tie him op, all roun’, every which 
way, with cord, an’ he’d get loose. John Washkie told me this. 

Once somebody make a bet. Some white folks an’ French people an’ 
others, they make a big bet. Some say he couldn’t get loose when they tie 
him, an’ some say he could. So they tol’ him. He had come down from 
the big lake, an’ was camped at the head, you know. When they tell him, 
he laugh, an’ say, “All right!” Like that, “All right!” 

So they tell him to build his lodge an’ they’d tie him. He built it, put 
canvas roun’ it, an’ fasten one, two horse-bells up at the top. The poles 
don’t come together at the top, you know, jus’ a hole. 

Well, one night they all come op. They never do their jugglings in day- 
time, always in the evening, at night. Well, a pile o’ folks come an’ stan’ 
roun’ to see! They put a log under his knees an’ tie an’ tie, so his legs are 
bent roun’ it; then they put a big stone on top his knees an’ tie him to that, 
so he’s like a ball. Then one o’ them bring a net an’ double it, an’ they 
roll him op in it an’ tie an’ tie. 

Well, bomby he’s all tied so he’s jus’ like a ball, an’ they roll him into his 
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little lodge an’ shut the place an’ leave him. Then some Indians sit down 


right ’roun’ an’ smoke their pipes. They have to smoke whilst this is going 
on. 

Well, these fellows, they smoke, an’ the res’ stan’ roun’ an’ wait. Then 
he begin to sing —I don’ know how long, but he sing. Pretty soon the 
bells ring, an’ that’s the spirits or whoever ’tis helps him, going into the 
lodge at the top. Bomby the net an’ the log an’ the rope an’ the stone, they 
all shove out under from the lodge! Not a knot ontied, —all put out 
together! 

Well, John Washkie, he say to me, ‘What you think of that?” I say, 
“The Devil helped him!’’ jus’ like that. 

I believe in spirits — yes, but I think we shouldn’t bother with them — no! 
Our spirits live where God wants them to, an’ our bodies — they go to 
nothing. But we haven’t any business with people’s spirits, we must let 
them ‘lone, yes. — Told by Monahdis’ Daughter. 


Omana, NEB. 


Jutta 


CounciL MEETING OF AMERICAN FoLK-Lore Society. — A meeting of 
the Council of the American Folk-Lore Society was held, in conjunction 
with the Council of the American Anthropological Association, on March 29, 
1913, at the American Museum of Natural History, New York, 11 A.M. 
Present: Professor Alexander F. Chamberlain, Chairman, Professor Franz 
Boas, Dr. P. L. Goddard, Dr. R. H. Lowie, Dr. C. Peabody, Professor A. M. 
Tozzer, Dr. Clark Wissler. 

A motion of Dr. Charles Peabody, amended by Dr. Wissler, was carried, 
to the effect that the next regular meeting be held in New York, Dec. 29-31, 
1913, in conjunction with the American Anthropological Association. 

It was voted by the Council of the Folk-Lore Society to continue with 
the American Anthropological Association the publication of ‘‘ Current 
Anthropological Literature’’ until eight numbers should have been issued, 
and to express to the Association the opinion that the Folk-Lore Society 
could hardly promise to continue the agreement after that time. 

Dr. Peabody was appointed a committee of one with power to act in 
the matter of passing on the suggestion of accepting the terms offered by 
Messrs. G. E. Stechert and Co. of New York for taking over the sale of the 
Journals and Memoirs and of attending to subscriptions other than those of 
members of the Society. 

The organization of a Kentucky Branch was announced. 


